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CHAPTER L 

* I WISH we were not going this evening,' said 
Elizabeth ; * they say Mrs. Fellows is so clever, 
and so satirical, - that I shall be afraid of speak- 
ing a word.' 

* Dear now, I am glad we are going,' replied 
Emily, ' we have heard so much of Mrs. Fellows; 
and I had not thought about being afraid of her.' 

' I trust of all things they will not ask us to 
play. I would not play before Mrs. Fellows for 
all the world,' added Elizabeth. 

' I had rather not, certainly,' said Emily, ' and 
yet I do not think I should mind it so very much.' 

* How I envy you having so much courage,' 
said Elizabeth; 'I am such a silly, timid crea- 
ture!' 

It was true that the dispositions of these young 
people differed essentially: they belonged to op- 
posite classes of character; which — to borrow 
terms used long ago in a different sense, in 
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scholastic controversy — might be called Nominal- 
ists and Realists, 

Emily was a Realist: whatever she did, said, 
or looked, was in earnest : she possessed the grace 
of simplicity; — a simplicity which appeared alike 
in her virtues and her faults. It was neither from 
insensibility, nor self-conceit, that she thought 
of her introduction to this formidable lady with 
so much composure. Modest people are not the 
soonest frightened : — * I wonder what they will 
think of we?' is not the inquiry of humility, but 
of vanity. 

Now this inquiry Elizabeth was making per- 
petually: to speak, to move, to weep, or to smile, 
were with her but so many manoeuvres, which 
she was practising for effect, and to attract atten- 
tion. The prospect, the picture, or the poem, 
which Emily admired with all her heart, Eliza- 
beth admired with all her eloquence; too intent 
upon exhibiting her taste or sensibility, to be tru- 
ly the subject of either. 

It was this disposition to display, that made 
her anxious about the expected visit: Emily was 
going that she might see Mrs. Fellows; Eliza- 
beth, that Mrs. Fellows might see her. 

From the conference with her friend, Elizabeth 
went directly to her dressing-room. She would 
have given away half her ornaments to know 
whether Mrs. Fellows wore ornaments. * As she 
is a literary lady, I dare say she despises dress/ 
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thought Elizabeth, as she looked at her pearl 
bracelets; and she clasped and unclasped them 
several times; but at last put them on in a hurry, 
because there was no time lefl to deliberate. 

Elizabeth and Emily went together to their 
friend's house. Emily happened to take off her 
glove in the hall. * You have no bracelets on! * 
said Elizabeth. This was a comparison she could 
not bear: — * Mrs. Fellows would think her a mere 
doll.' *Wait one moment,' said she; but in 
snatching one of the bracelets from her arm it 
broke; and the pearls wandered deliberately to 
every corner of the hall. * O your beautiful 
pearls!' said Emily. But just as she and the 
footman were beginning the search, a rap, long 
and loud, announced the arrival of other company. 
It was Mrs. Fellows herself * Oh, never mind,, 
never mind,' cried Elizabeth, shocked at the idea 
of being caught by a learned lady in the act of 
collecting beads — * Thomas will look for them.' 
And, drawing on her glove still more eagerly than 
she had taken it off, she hurried much discom- 
posed to the drawing-room. 

The first glance at Mrs. Fellows when she 
made her appearance, convinced Elizabeth that 
this literary lady was no despiser of dress; and 
she now regretted the misfortune that had befall- 
en her bracelet. 

Mrs. Fellows was reputed a universal^ genius: 
besides excelling all the masters in all the usual 
VOL. rv. 1* 
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accomplishments, she was a botanist, and a chem- 
ist, and an anatomist. She had written sonnets, 
and a novel, and a tragedy; and appeared — at 
least among the noblesse of an obscure country 
town — a prodigy of learning and genius. 

Nothing could be more ill founded than Eliza- 
beth's expectation of attracting the attention of 
this gifted lady. Satisfied with being herself the 
object of attention, and engrossed by the display 
of her own accomplishments, she had little leis- 
ure or inclination to observe those of others. 
She was presently engaged in conversation with 
two or three gentlemen; and the whole evening 
would have passed without Elizabeth's being 
able to ascertain whether she had once attracted 
her notice, if she had not happened to hear her 
say — after catching her eye for a moment — 
* about the height of that young lady.' 

How much anxiety and vexation do they es- 
cape, who mix in society with a simple, unambi- 
tious temper! 

The business which brought Mrs. Fellows from 
town, was to dispose of an estate in this neigh- 
borhood to a relation. 

' I understand we shall have a great acquisition 
in this new family,' observed a lady. 

* Very much so, I assure you,' replied Mrs. 
Fellows ; * my cousin is a very sensible, excellent, 
clever, worthy man; and educates his family in 
a vastly superior manner.' 
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* Anj of the young gentlemen grown up?^ in- 
quired a matron. 

'Oh no; the eldest I think is but ten years 
old.' 

' Only ten years old!' said three young ladies 
in a breath. 

' There is a tutor, and a governess, I suppose,' 
resumed the lady. 

* No tutor ; my cousin at present superintends 
their education entirely himself; Mrs. Ledden- 
hurst has a governess, I believe ; but really I can 
give you very little information about them, ' said 
she ; ' I have scarcely seen any thing of them of 
late ; indeed, my cousin and his wife have some 
peculiarities, which render them not altogether so 
entirely agreeable as one could wish.' And here 
she changed the conversation; leaving the com- 
pany in a state of suspense about these ' peculi- 
arities:' but it was not insupportable suspense, 
because the family was expected in six weeks; 
' and then we shall know all about it,' thought 

Mrs. P ', and Mrs. M , and the three 

Miss C— — 's, and old Mrs. G — r— , and young 
Mrs. G , and Dr. W . 

At length it was requested that Mrs. Fellows 
would play. The lively terms in which Elizabeth 
expressed her pleasure at this proposal were lost 
amid the general din of solicitation. 

'What taste! what execution!' she exclaimed 
repeatedly, during the performance. 
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When it was over, Mrs. Fellows insisted that 
some of the company should take her place. 

Elizabeth advanced a step or two within the 
line of observation. 

* Miss Palmer, my dear,' said the lady of the 
house, turning towards her: but in the meantime 
another lady had been prevailed upon. 

' What an escape for you!' whispered Emily. 

' Yes, indeed,' replied Elizabeth faintly, * what 
an escape ! ' 

When the party broke up, Elizabeth, as she 
wished her friend Emily good night, added in a 
whisper — 

' How much I am disappointed in Mrs. Fel- 
lows ! ' 

Elizabeth and Emily were friends, as it often 
happens, rather from accident than congeniality. 
They had been playfellows from their infancy; 
and when they ceased to play, they had continued 
to associate. 

Emily was affectionate ; and she loved Eliza- 
beth sincerely: Elizabeth felt as much regard for 
Emily as for any one she knew: but vanity chills 
the heart; and in proportion as she became con- 
scious of the slightness of her affection, she grew 
lavish in her professions of it. But notwithstand- 
ing the difference in their tastes and dispositions, 
there were some respects in which they suited 
each other. Elizabeth could by no means have 
tolerated a friend, who had been taller, or fairer, 
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or considered more clever than herself. Perhaps 
she was not aware how much of her regard for 
£mily, and the pleasure she felt in her society, 
depended upon her own acknowledged superiority 
in these respects. 

Elizabeth was now more than nineteen years 
old ; Emily nearly a year younger, and most peo- 
ple thought, ' Elizabeth Palmer much handsomer 
than Emily Grey.' They had always lived among 
people who allowed their full value to external 
advantages; and Elizabeth's superiority to her 
friend was a circumstance entirely taken for 
granted between them; and the deference natur- 
ally claimed by the one, was peaceably yielded 
by the other. 

As for Emily, a companion who would talk, 
and leave her to think and feel as she pleased, 
suited her better than one who' had been disposed 
to interfere with her thoughts and feelings. Yet 
she occasionally sighed for something more like 
her own idea of friendship, than she had ever 
found in associating with Elizabeth. 
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CHAPTER n. 

One morning, Elizabeth and seyeral others call- 
ed upon Emily. There was now an opportunity, 
they said, of going oyer the house and grounds 
at Stokely, as it was open to the wcNrkmen, and a 
great many people had been to see it. 

It was a pleasant walk from the town: the 
house stood on a rising ground, and, embosomed 
in fine trees, was a picturesque object in all di- 
rections. 

' What a pity that such a pretty place should 
be shut upf had been said year after year by 
many a trareller. But now everything indicated 
that inhabitants were expected. 

' Let us go orer the house first/ said seyeral 
of the party, as they sprang nimbly up the steps 
to the hall door. 

You must take care of the paint, young 
ladies,' said the workmen, as they flocked into 
the hall. 

While they steered their way among work- 
tables and scaffolding, and orer heaps of sharings 
and sawdust, and passed firom one apartment to 
another, they expressed their opinions in rarious 
tones and terms of admiration. ' What a charm- 
ing room this is!' and ' what a delightful room 
Um wUl be!' 



DISPLAY. 1 1 

* What a sweet place this would be for a ball- 
room!' said one, bounding in upon a fine smooth 
floor, and humming a few notes of a country 
dance. 

* If I were Mrs. Leddenhurst, I would have 
this for my dressing-room, or study, or some- 
thing,' said another, as they passed on. 

* This is exactly such a kind of a room as I 
should like for myself,' cried a third. * I won- 
der what this is to be } I wish there was some- 
body to tell one what the rooms are to be,' said 
a fourth. ' I wonder whether I shall ever live in 
such a nice house as this!' exclaimed a little girl. 
' Silly child!' said her sister, who was old enough 
not to wonder aloud. 

They next attempted a door which they could 
not open. * That room is locked up and I can't 
part with the key upon no account,' said a per- 
son, who seemed to be a superintendent. 

* Dear, I wonder what there can be so partic- 
ularly curious within,' said Elizabeth, looking 
through the key-hole. 

* Nothing particularly curious within; they are 
my books, ladies, which I shall be very happy to 
show you when they are in better order,' said a 
gentleman who at that instant appeared on the 
staircase, and passed on: this was said with a 
graceful bow, and a very good-natured smile. 
They were all silent in a moment: and stood col- 
oring, and looking silly at each other: for when 
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a party of young ladies are rambling at large 
over an empty house, it is highly probable that 
some silly and impertinent things will be said; 
and each was now trying to recollect what she 
happened to be saying, when the stranger ap- 
peared. Elizabeth remembered her speech very 
distinctly. 

' It must be Mr. Leddenhurst himself, I sup- 
pose,' said she, in a low voice. 

* Oh, you may depend upon that, for you know 
he said my books,' replied one of her compan- 
ions. 

* I thought he was to go away with Mrs. Fel- 
lows ; I had no idea he was here now, ' continued 
Elizabeth, in a vexed whisper. 

* Don't you wish you had not been looking 
through the key-hole?' said another of her 
friends. 

' Oh, I don't believe he saw that; I am certain 
he could not possibly see that,' said Elizabeth, 
sharply. 

* Well,' said Emily, * I believe we have been 
all over the house now.' — So the party returned 
quietly home. 

The. trees of Stokely were bright with the tints 
of autumn, before it was in complete readiness 
for its new inhabitants. 

One fine evening in October^ a travelling car- 
riage, covered with dust, was seen driving through 
the town; and it was observed to take the road 
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leading to Stokely Park« The traTellers were 
fktigued with their journey: for they had come 
from a great distance* 

' Where are we come to now?' said a little girl, 
in a sleepy voice, who was roused by their stop* 
ping at a turnpike. 

'Just coming into Broadisham,' said her father: 
' and now, children, in a few minutes we shall get 
a sight of Stokely.' 

' Of Stokely! and is this Broadisham?' lliey 
were all alive in an instant, and looked out eager- 
ly from one side of the way to the .other. '* La* 
dies' boot and shoe warehouse — Hodson, Dyer> 
and Hodson — £ve's fancy dress and millinery 
rooms — Ladies' school — Phoenix fire-office—* 
Pryke, haberdasher' — read little Lacy, as they 
drove through the town. 

' What a handsome bridge we are coming to 
now!' said Richard. ' And there is Stokely,' 
said Mr. Leddenhurst; 'those dark trees, just 
in the sunset.' 

The children now expected to stop every mo* 
ment ; but the road had many a tiresome sweep 
to make sdli. At length it became shaded by a 
row of graceful elms; and a fir grove, with park- 
paling, bespoke their near approach. And now 
the gate fiew open, and they drove straight up 
the avenne. 

' What a different looking place it is to what I 
expected!' said Richard. 

VOL. IV. 2 
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* Yes,' fiaid Lucy, * but a great deal prettier.' 

While the father listened to their eager ob- 
servations, Mrs. Leddenhurst and her friend be- 
side her sat in silence. It was not the extent of 
the estate, nor the beauty of the scenery — -but life, 
and its vicissitudes, that occupied her thoughts, 
as she drove up to her new residence. 

In a short time Mr. and Mrs. Leddenhurst had 
been visited by most of their neighbors. 

Being people of good sense and discernment, 
they were not particularly gratified by these speci- 
mens of their new society: nevertheless their 
guests were received with much courtesy and 
kindness; for their good sense was graced with 
good-breeding, and their discernment was soft- 
ened by benevolence. 

It was generally agreed that Mr. and Mrs. 
Leddenhurst were very agreeable people; and 
no one had detected the peculiarities which had 
been hinted at. They were well dressed, and 
well bred; they wondered what Mrs. Fellows 
could mean. Emily was the first to unraval the 
mystery. 

On the morning that she and her father called^ 
Miss Weston — of whom nobody could determine 
whether she was *a friend or the governess' — ^was 
inquiring if there were any one in the town who 
took in needle-work. Emily said there was a 
young woman who used to work very neatly, 
but she remembered hearing of her being ill. 



DISPLAY. IS 

and did not know whether she could undertake it 
at present; — * but I will inquire about it inune- 
diately,' said she. Miss Weston said she in- 
tended to be in the town the next morning ; and 
that if she pleased they would go together. 

Emily was glad of this proposal ; for there was 
something in Miss Weston — ^the expression of 
her countenance, and the sweetness of her man- 
ner — that attracted her attention. There was 
other company in the room; and they did not sit 
near enough to converse together; but she could 
not help looking at her continually: and their 
eyes met so often, that at last Emily felt quite 
ashamed. 

Miss Weston called the next day at the time 
appointed. They had to go a little way out of the 
town; and during their walk she engaged in such 
agreeable conversation; that Emily could not help 
wishing she might have Miss Weston for a friend. 

When they arrived at Eleanor Jones's, her 
mother opened the door — * Does your daughter 
take in plain work, Mrs. Jones ?' said Emily. 

* Yes, Miss — ^that's to say she used to do,' said 
the widow Jones ; ' but my poor child is so ill, 
ladies!' 

* Mother,' said a feeble voice from within, *ask 
the ladies to please to walk in.' 

* Yes, let us go in,' said Miss Weston. 
They found Eleanor Jones sitting by the fire in 

It tall arm chair; she looked extremely weak and 
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ill, but her cheeks were flushed at the entranee 
of strangers;— ^she spoke with difficulty. 

' If it is not much in a hurry, ladies, I think I 
could undertake a little job,' said she, coughing. 

' I am afraid it would fatigue you too much,' 
said Miss Weston: ' you appear very unwell: has 
yQur daughter had advice, Mrs. Jones?' 

' The doctor as 'tends the parish,, ma'am, he sent 
her some drops in the spring, but he has n't been 
up here o'some time now — only the young gen- 
tleman; and he says the cough's of no conse- 
quence — but dear me! she coughs sadly o'nights.' 

' Can she take any nourishing things?' said 
Miss Weston. 

' Oh, she's no liking at all to her meat, ma'am,' 
said the mother; ' she takes nothing scarce but 
fruit, and such like, and now the fruit is just oyer.' 

' Do you think you should like some grapes?' 
said Miss Weston. 

' Yes, I should like some grapes very much, I- 
think,' said Eleanor Jones; 'but my wants are 
very few now, and I know that all the doctors in 
the world could do me no good — my time here 
is very short.' 

*Oh, you will get better soon, I hope,* said 
Emily; * you must not be so lowspiritcd.' 

* I am not lowspirited,' she replied; * I am 
very happy, and if it was not for my poor mother, 
I should not have a wish or a want.' 

Emily looked rather puzzled at this, but Iffi^a 
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Weston seemed to understand her. There was 
a Bible open upon the table ; and Miss Weston^ 
laying her hand upon it, said, 

'It is this, I hope, that makes you happj; 
whether we are sick or well, there is no real 
happiness but what is to be found here.' 

At this the invalid looked up with great anima- 
tion, saying, ' O ma'am, I am glad to hear you 
say so, I am rejoiced to think you know that; yes, 
yes, the Bible made me happy when I was well, 
and now that I am ill and dying, it makes me still 
happier.' 

Emily listened in silence to the conversation 
which now commenced; and she was surprised 
and affected at what she heard. She had oilen 
read in the newspaper, and heard among her ac- 
quaintance, about ' bearing a long affliction with 
Christian fortitude;' and about ' resignation to 
the will of Heaven;' but she now heard senti- 
ments expressed which were entirely new to her. 
She was surprised that Miss Weston and this 
poor girl, although entire strangers, and in very 
different circumstances, seemed so completely to 
understand each other; and to think and feel so 
much alike upon the subjects about which they 
were conversing. 

' You have talked long enough now,' said Miss 
Weston at length, m a kind voice ; and she took 
leave, saying she would call again to see her in 

a few days. 

2* 
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< Miss Weston, I have a favor to ask foo^* 
«aid Emily, after they had walked a little way in 
silence. 

•What is that?' 

' I scarcely know what I mean, exactly,' said 
she, ' but I did not understand several things poor 
£ieanor Jones said just now; indeed I am afraid 
my religion must be very different from hers; 
would you be so good as to explain to me—' 

* My dear,' said Miss Weston, *you could not 
have asked any thing that would give half so 
much pleasure.' 

Her countenance, as she said this, beamed with 
benevolence ; and there was something so kind 
and encouraging in the manner of her speakings 
that it brought the tears into Emily's eyes. 

* If I were not such a stranger to you — ' said 
she. 

' We will be strangers no longer,' interrupted 
Miss Weston; Met us be friends, and talk to 
each other without reserve ; and there is no sub- 
ject of so much importance, none that can afford 
such a rational and interesting topic for conver* 
sation.' 

^ And yet,' said Emily, ^I have never been in 
the habit of conversing upon it, nor of thinking 
about it much, but I am certain your religion 
must be very different.' 

*" You must not call it my religion,' said Miss 
Weston; smiling; 'there is, there can be, but 
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Mie truereligion^ which is thai the Kble teaches; 
and thej who most clearly understand^ and most 
consistently practise it, are the wisest and hap- 
piest people in the world.' 

'I read the Bible on Sundays/ said Emily, 
^ and I hope I have always done my duty.' 

' That is saying a great deal,' observed Miss 
Weston. 

* But I never knew the Almighty required any 
thing besides?' continued £mily. 

' Certainly he requires nothing more than that 
we should do our duty/ replied Miss Weston; 
'but that is a very comprehensive phrase; are 
you sure you entirely understand it? ' 

' Not quite sure,' said Emily. 

* You have read the Bible,' continued Miss 
Weston, ' and so have many people ; who yet, 
from pride, prejudice, or indifference, never ap- 
pear to have understood its meaning. Let me 
advise you now to read the New Testament with 
great attention and seriousness; and, my dear, it 
must be with humility: it is God's word; His own 
message to mankind; and it becomes us to re- 
ceive it humbly as His creatures. Did you ever 
make it a subject of earnest prayer, that God 
would teach you to understand the Scriptures?*- 
Without this, there is the greatest danger of 
making some important mistake about them; for 
it is in this way that He directs us to study His 
word; and in which alone He promises .us in* 
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struction. And when you have read it in this 
spirit,' continued she, ' you will he better able to 
judge, whether there is not something in the 
Christian religion beyond the observance of out- 
ward forms and duties ; whether there be any ten- 
dency in these alone, to produce such effects at 
the near approach of death as you have just wit- 
nessed; the same willingness to resign life, the 
same peaceful serenity at the thought of death, 
and the same humble joy in the prospect of a 
heaven of holiness.' 

Emily listened with interest as her friend pro- 
ceeded: they parted at the turning of the road, 
having agreed to renew the conversation in tbeir 
future visits to Eleanor's cottage. She walked 
home musing on what had passed: her mind was 
affected and elevated; a new world seemed to 
have opened to her view, notwithstanding her 
very indistinct ideas as to its nature and reality. 

Mr. and Mrs. Leddenhurst, as weU as their 
friend, were intelligent Christians: they knew 
religion to be the most important of all concerns, 
and they uniformly acted as though they believed 
it. They felt the disadvantage of coming to re- 
side in a neighbourhood where they had reason 
to fear its true nature was little understood by 
those with whom they would be expected to as- 
sociate ; but the hope of being useful reconciled 
them to the circumstance. There was a general 
consternation when it was discovered that the 
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new fiuoilj at Slokelj were, as Aey called theniy 
' quite aetliodigtg:' all marvelled, many murtnur- 
ed, and some mocked. There were a few poor 
and despised people in this town who had gener- 
ally borne that or similar names: but then, as a 
lady observed, ' It was all very well for that sort 
of people; but what could induce such a family 
as the Leddenhursts to make themselves so re- 
markable, was to her a complete mystery: though, 
to be sure,' said she, ^ people of property may do 
any thing.' 

Miss Weston was both ' a friend and the gov- 
erness:' — a friendship had subsisted between her 
and Mrs. JLeddenhurst from their early youth, 
which time had strengthened and matured: but 
it was only of late that she had become an in- 
mate in her family. Though it was perceptible to 
none but accurate observers of feelings and faces, 
Miss Weston was a sufferer: — ^it is easy to wear 
a pensive smile, but hers was a smile of cheerful- 
ness; and she was generally spoken of as being 
'remarkably cheerful.' 

As to the cause of her sorrow, only a conjec- 
ture can be formed; because Mrs. Leddenhurst, 
who was the only person in whom she had con- 
fided, never betrayed her confidence. Among 
the numerous sources of human wo, the reader 
may fix upon, that which to her may appear most 
difficult to endure with fortitude and resignar 
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tion. One may conclude she had lost her friend; 
another her heart; and a third, her fortune; but 
perhaps, after all, it was something very different 
from any of these. 

Miss Weston's idea of resignation was not as 
one may see it in the print shops — a tall figure, 
weeping over an urn in the middle of a wood; it 
was, in her opinion, an active, cheerful, and 
social principle. It was not, indeed, without an 
effort, that she resisted her inclination to seek 
relief in rumination and seclusion; but strength 
of mind, that is, strength of principle, prevailed. 
Without waiting to confer with her inclinations, 
she wrote to her friend Mrs. Leddenhurst, offer- 
ing to assist her in the education of her little 
girls. 

* You know,' said she, *how much I love child- 
ren, and that of all children none are so dear to 
me as yours. I am quite in earnest in saying that 
I will come and be the governess for whom you 
are inquiring: do not raise needless scruples; 
some employment, that will engage both my time 
and attention, is essential to me just now; and I 
think I should engage in the work of education 
with an interest that would enable my mind to 
recover its self-possession. Indeed I am impa- 
tient to forsake this retirement — sweet and sooth- 
ing as it is. Let me come, dear Caroline, and 
exchange these dangerous indulgences for the. 
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more wholesome pleasures of social intercourse 
and useful occupation.' 

Mrs. Leddenhurst, who understood enough of 
the human heart, and of the character and feel- 
ings of her friend, to know that her resolution 
was as wise as it was courageous, gladly welcomed 
her to the bosom of her family; where she soon 
learned to * smile at grief,' without sitting 'on a 
monument.' 



^ IXSFLAY/ 



CHAPTER HL 

Of all the young people who had been intro- 
duced to the Leddenhursts, there was not one 
whose appearance pleased them so much as Em- 
ily's. They observed that in some important 
respects her education had been defectire; but 
she seemed amiable, modest, and unaffected; and 
possessed of good sense, and a strong desire of 
improvement, which greatly encouraged them in 
their wishes to serve her. 

They perceived that Elizabeth was a less 
hopeful subject than her companion; but this 
did not make them less willing to attempt her 
improvement ; for they were not accustomed to 
shrink from a duty because it was unpleasant, nor 
to despair of one that was difficult. They were 
both invited to join the family circle at Stokely 
as oflen as they felt disposed. They ^were not 
backward to accept this invitation; and an early 
evening was fixed upon to pay their first friendly 
visit. 

Elizabeth and Emily set off on this occasion 
with high expectations of gratification and enjoy- 
ment. Hitherto they had only seen them with 
other company; ' but now,' thought Emily, 'we 
shall be alone, and be able to enjoy their con- 



xdf8ation;m*''now,'ithotigbt Elusabeth, 'me shAll 
be alone, and they must take notice of me.' 

On <their way, they m^t one of the servants 
from Skokely, with a basket o£ grapes. 

' There goes a present for somebody: who can 
it be for, I wonder?' said Elizabeth: ' the Ton^- 
kins's — or the Davisons, perhaps.' 

' No, no,' said Emily: * I can easily guess 
who it is for«*^poor Eleanor Jones, who is so ill: 
I know they send her fruit. or jellies every day.' 

' Well, very likely,' replied Elizabeth; ' fwr J 
heard— but really I can scarcely believe it, Mr. 
lieddenhurst looks such a pleasant, difierent 
kind of man — they :Say, however, that he and 
Mrs. Leddenhurstwere there the other day, and 
had such a strange .Qonversation! Ob, I cannot 
remember half the extraordinary things, I heard 
they said. to her.' 

' I know they have been to see her,' said Em- 
ily, ' and that she .was very much pleased with 
their conversation; I do not think she thought it 
strange.' 

' Well, I sincerely hope we shall have no such 
gloomy, stupid doings to-night!' exclaimed Elu^a- 
beth. 

' Elizabeth,' said Emily, ' I have heard and 
thought more about religion since I conversed 
with Miss Weston than I ever did before ; and I 
really think nothing is so likely to prevent one 
firom being gloomy and stupid; besides, do not 

VOL. IV. 3 
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>the Leddenhurst's appear remarkably pleasant 
and cheerful?' 

* Yes, in company; people, you know, must be 
agreeable in company: but I have heard those 
over-religious kind of folks are miserably dull 
when they are alone.' 

* Well, we shall see,' said Emily. 

When they reached Stokely, and entered the 
room, they found Miss Weston playing a lively 
tune, to which the children were dancing by the 
light of the fire. They were cordially welcomed; 
and Emily felt very happy as the circle formed, 
and she took her seat by the side of Miss Wes- 
ton. She looked round, and saw none but cheer- 
ful faces; it did not appear to be that kind of 
cheerfulness which is made at a moment's warn- 
ing by the rap at the door; they looked as though 
they had been cheerful and happy all day long. 

Elizabeth appeared this evening dressed with 
taste, but rather over-dressed for the occasion: 
and this did not pass unobserved ; for in the sim- 
ple action of walking from the door to her chair 
there was a manner that asked for observation — 
that is, it was not a simple action. 

Mr. Leddenhurst was looking over a review. 
* Poetry! poetry in abundance for you, ladies,' 
said he * if you like it.' 

* Oh, indeed, I ampassionately fond of poetry,' 
said Elizabeth. 

* Passionately fond, are you? Here is an arti- 
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cle then, that, perhaps, you will do us the favol* 
to read.' 

Elizabeth readily complied, for she was fond 
of reading aloud. 

'We select the following passage,' said the 
injudicious critic, ' for the sake of three lines, 
which we are persuaded no reader of sensibility 
will peruse without tears.' 

* No reader of sensibility!' thought Elizabeth: 
but how should she discover for certain which 
they were in that long quotation? To cry at the 
wrong place, she justly calculated, would be a 
worse mistake than not crying at the right; but, 
fortunately, as she approached the conclusion, 
the lines in question caught her eye, consider- 
ately printed in Italics. She read them with 
great pathos; and as she read, tears — two un- 
deniable tears — rolled deliberately down her 
cheeks. Having succeeded in this nice hydrau-* 
lie experiment, she looked at Emily, and observ- 
ed with some satisfaction that there was no trace 
of tears on her cheeks; but glancing round at 
the rest of the company, she felt rather dis- 
concerted to see how perfectly composed every 
body was looking. — » ' Are they not extremely 
affecting?' said she, appealing to Mrs. Ledden*^ 
hurst. 

' Really I can scarcely tell,' said Mrs. Ledden- 
hurst; * I always find, that nothing more effectr 
Ufilly drives away my tears than having them 
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bespoke: pflthetifi touches, to produce their effeet) 
should take the reader by surprise, I think.' 

' I question if those lines could have MirpWied 
me into tears,' said Mr. Leddenhurst. 

' O, not you, papa!' said Richard, laughii^; 
' men should never cry, should they, if they can 
help it?' 

' Neither men nor women should cry, if they 
can help it,' answered his father. 

' I can remember seeing papa cry, thoitgh,' 
whispered little Lucy, ' when he was telling mam- 
ma how glad the shabby looking gentlemwi 
looked at the sight of the guinea; I saw a tear 
in the comer of his eye, just for a moment.' 

Elizabeth was so much absorbed by the little 
vexation* she had just experienced, and by en- 
deavoring to ascertain the precise construction 
that had been put upon her sensibility, tlMI (he 
conversation had taken a different turn beic^e 
she was aware, and she found Mr. Leddenhurdt 
in the middle of a long story. He had travelled | 
and was giving an account of a night he once 
spent in a Laplander's hut; which the children 
thought so very entertaining, that they often beg* 
ged their father to'tell it them over again; and 
they now came from the fiirther end of the room 
where they were quietly at play, saying, 

' Oh, papa is telling about the little Lapland- 
ers!' 
I^izabeth suddenly roused herself to the i^ 
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pearance of lively attention. They who feel intep> 
est have no need to feign it; but it rarely happened 
that Elizabeth was really interested by conversa- 
tion to which she was only a listener. The vain 
and selfish deprive themselves of most genmru 
pleasures. There was nothing now, for her, but 
to wait till the recital was finished: to wait for 
her turn, with that sort of impatience which good- 
breeding itself can sometimes scarcely conceal, 
in those whose sole object in society is to make an 
impression. But Mr. and Mrs. Leddenhurst had 
seen the little artifices of vanity practised by 
greater proficients than Elizabeth. She was not 
tiie first person in whom they had observed a 
greedy impatience to squeeze into conversation 
every scrap of information that can be collected 
upon the point in hand. Little do they imagine, 
who angle for admiration by this and similar 
methods, how completely their end is defeated, at 
least with respect to acute observers. They who 
are intent upon being heard and seen, are not 
often observers ; nor can they believe how easily 
they are detected by those who know how to 
hear and see. The involuntary admiration which 
is inspired by wit or beauty, and especially the 
respect for talents and acquirements, are, to say 
the least, neutralized, if but a suspicion be excit- 
ed that they are used as soiicles of display. 

Elizabeth would have been really agreeable, 
if she could but have forgotten to be charming. 

3* 



it MgiH h^f bees uAerMtn^, if Ike 
efiort la nake It so hmd wbH givwi a lealli 
to her features iikicli was 6r fiaa plcsaiiig: hmt 
«|fe first jihoC its spark, aadtkeslsQiEed abovt lor 
tlie dasiage. fai herseosiUtitj, especaallj, thers 
was an appearvMce of mf^tmimtm, whick render* 
edit difficak to feel real sjnsqMtkf witk her. 

* There is nodui^ I hawe ever wished fer so 
aneh » to trx^ri/ said Ehiab^h, wkem Mr. 
Leddealmrst hod fedthed his aamtitioii; ' k nHsi 
be so excesaiTelj interestinig, I should thiik, es^ 
peeiallj with an iwtelHgemt conpaaion.' 

' We, who are obliged to stay at honw^' said 
Mrs. Leddeshmst, 'maj, however, e^oj, bj oar 
fiie-sides, most of the infersaatioB, and a consist 
rable share of the eflkertaiaMeat of goungahroady 
we are oow so abandandj sopf^ed with the o^ 
senratioDs of traTellers.' 

' Yes,' replied Elizabeth; ' and there is no 
kind of reading I an so partial to as Tojages and 
traTete, thej are so nnconnDonly interesting.' 

' Very interesting indeed,' said Mrs. Ledden- 
hnrst; ' thoagh 1 cannot saj there is no kind of 
reading that I am so partial to.' 

' Oh, certainlj not; I did not mean to snj ns 
kind of remhng, bat — but reallj I am surprised,' 
continood she, ' that Mr. Leddenharst was never 
prevailed apon to pablish lus tour; it would, I am 
sare, have been snch an acquisitaon!' 
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Ak this Mrs. Leddenhurst only smiled^ and 
began talking to £milj, wlio had fallen into a 
reveij in her turn; but it was not about herself 
nor the cmnpanjs her imagination had been car- 
ried by Mr. Leddenhurst's narrative to polar re* 
gioBs; and was wandering over fields of ice, and 
arctic snows, where 

" the shapelesB bear. 

With danglmg ice, all hoirid, stalks Mora*'—' 

when Mrs. Leddenhurst recalled her recollec- 
tion. 

The evening passed rapidly away; and to Em- 
ily it was passing very happily: but Elizabeth 
felt an uneasiness which she would have been at 
a loss to define; there was nothing to complain 
of, but she was not gratified. She had been 
brilliant, and arch, and playful; she had caressed 
Lucy, and admired Caroline, but without effect; 
and there was a certain expression in Mr. Led* 
denhurst's eye, when she happened to meet it, 
that did not quite please her. The vexation she 
really felt suggested a new experiment. Her 
animation gave place rather suddenly to an nit 
of pensiveness: she was silent and thoughtful; 
and started when spoken to, a^ though waked 
from an interesting revery . Notwithstanding thii9» 
conversation went on very briskly, and even be- 
came increasingly lively; as she appeared disin- 
clined to converse, she was suffered to be silent 
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At length Mr. Leddenhurst observed it, and said, 
< My dear, cannot we think of any thing that wilt 
entertain Miss Palmer?' 

' Here is a new botanical work, with colored 
plates: perhaps you will like to look at it,' said 
Mrs. Leddenhurst; and the book and the candles 
were placed before poor Elizabeth, mortified be- 
yond measure to be treated like a child, dull for 
want of amusement. Her assumed pensiveness 
now degenerated into real ill humor, which was 
but ill disguised during the remainder of the ever 
ning. 

The fresh air sometimes produces a surprising 
effect in restoring people to their senses: and 
Elizabeth, when she had taken leave, and walked 
a few minutes in the wind, began to repent of 
her behavior. However, they had bade her good 
night, and repeated their invitation so kindly, that 
she hoped it had not been particularly observed: 
and when Emily, who had been too much occu- 
pied to remark her friend's disappointment, ob- 
served what a pleasant evening they had passed, 
Elizabeth assented, saying, 'A delightful eve- 
ing, indeed!' 

Happy are they who do not go into compaay 
to perform; who can think an evening pleasantly 
spent, that has been unproductive of compliment, 
and afibrded no particular opportunity of display- 
ing the favorite quality, or talent, or acquirement. 

There are some unfortunate persons, who seem 
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ta malce litde other use of oonTersation than 
a means of petty, personal aggrandizement; and 
who, in consequence of this wretched propensity, 
little as ^ey suspect it, subject themselves to the 
contempt or pity of those whose opinions are most 
valuable. 

There is a class of speechmakera, who contrive 
by ingenious allusions, and hints casusdly drop- 
ped, to let you know what they feared you might 
not otherwise find out: they are letting off fire- 
works; and when it seems all over, and there are 
only a few pitiful sparks dropping about— H)fi' goes, 
another! — but it never succeeds. For whether it 
be — " my uncle's carriage," — or, " my friend> 
the colonel," or ** the general," — or, ** when 1 
was on the continent," or, '* only a jeu d^espri$ 
of mine, a very foolish thing, "—or, * * Latin ? Oh^ 
scarcely a word, I assure you,"— or, **a cousitt 
of mine knows him inthnajtely,"— or, "when I 
write to Lady so and so,"— or all these one after 
another — sueh hints afibrd a kind of informatioa 
n^ieh is not intended to be conveyed: they prove, 
not only that her uncle keeps his carriage— ^hat 
she knows a colonel and a general— that she han^ 
been on the continent — ^that she writes poetry 
(and foolish things) — ^that she learns Latin — that 
her cousin knows a learned man — ^that she corres- 
ponds with Lady so and so; but they show that 
she is anxious you should knoia it ; that she con- 
siders such things as distinctions; and that they 
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are to her new or rare, for people seldom boast 
of that which they have always been accustomed 
to; and what is worst of all, it must create a sus- 
picion that she has nothing more left to boast of: 
for she who gives out that she reads Latin, is not 
likely to conceal her knowledge of Hebrew or 
Greek ; and she who intimates that she writes to 
Lady A — , would assuredly let you know it, if 
she had any connexion with Ladies B — , C — , 
orD— . 

But the symptoms of vanity are almost infinite- 
ly various: there is no genus comprehending a 
greater variety of species. The silly girl, vain 
of her dress and complexion, is really one of iUe 
least offensive and most pardonable of all; for in 
proportion to the value of the thing boasted of, is 
the meanness of the boast: hence a pedant is more 
contemptible than a coxcomb. 

But whatever particular character it assume, 
that mind is in miserable bondage, whose happi- 
ness is dependent on the opinion, especially on 
the applause of others. It is a bondage which 
seems always the concomitant of a general moral 
imbecility, whether that imbecility be cause or 
effect. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Emily's introduction to her new fi'iends at this 
period of her life, was a more important circum- 
stance than she was aware of, highly as she felt 
disposed to value their friendship. Notwithstand- 
ing her many good qualities, she was not free 
from faults: she was sensible, modest, and ingen- 
uous, but she was — eighteen. 

She lost her mother early; and her father, al- 
though desirous to do every thing in his power 
for the welfare of his only child, was not aware 
of the best means to promote it. He was a man 
of business, and it did not occur to him that any 
thing more was requisite, than to send her for 
several years to an established school, from 
whence he expected her to return completely ed- 
ucated. He did not consider that it is often not 
until the time when young persons leave school, 
that the real ardour for self-improvement is ex- 
cited, which it is of so great importance to direct 
and cultivate. 

Girls of entirely common minds take leave of 
their books, and often of the accomplishments 
which they have acquired at such a vast expense 
of money and time, at the conclusion of the last 
half year; delighted to exchange them for the 
pleasures from which they had been reluctantly 
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restrained during the tedious periods from Christ- 
mas to Midsummer, and from Midsummer to 
Christmas. Revelling for a few giddy years in 
vanity and idleness, they by and by settle in life; 
and as the vigor and interest of youthfulness sub- 
side, sink into those ordinary beings who, with 
thousands of their kind, eat, drink, and sleep, 
dress, visit, and die ; while young people in whom 
the spark of intelligence has been enkindled, are 
exposed to different dangers. Pride, pedantry, 
romance, and many other evils, according to the 
accidents of disposition and education, are the 
frequent consequences of partial and uncorrected 
cultivation. 

Emily's simplicity was her grand preservative 
from many of these perils; and she possessed a 
native delicacy of taste, which defended her from 
others. With the choice of all the volumes in 
the circulating library of a country town, her 
reading had been tolerably select. When she 
lefl school, her father informed her, that ' he did 
not approve of young girls reading novels:' but 
he had little hope that the prohibition would be 
regarded, because he firmly believed that 'young 
girls would read novels.' But in this instance, 
Emily had less temptation to disobedience than 
many: from whatever was common, low, or pro- 
fane, she always shrunk with dislike. Grood 
taste had in some measure supplied the place of 
good principle ; and of all the gifts of nature, that 
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iBstinctive fineness of feeling is most estimable, 
of which education itself can but produce an 
imitation. 

Emily read and felt poetry, and lived in its at- 
mosphere: but as none of the beings around her 
did the same, she shut herself up in her own 
world of enjoyment; neither desiring to interfere 
with the pursuits and pleasures of other people, 
nor wishing them to participate in hers. She 
loved her father tenderly, and was obedient and 
attentive to him: but he was so wholly incapable 
of entering into her feelings concerning those 
things which she thought most interesting, that 
she never attempted to address him in a language 
which she knew would have been quite unintel- 
ligible: while he, satisfied with her cheerful looks 
and dutiful conduct, dreamed not of the ideal 
world his daughter inhabited. He studied to 
make her happy by supplying her with all the 
comforts and pleasures his circumstances would 
allow: but it was not for these things that Emily 
felt most obliged to her father. Having never 
known the want of a constant supply of those 
daily comforts, which are as really necessary to 
the intellectual as to the unrefined, she had not 
learned to value them. It was the liberty she en- 
joyed to pursue her own pleasures — the luxury 
of being alone — the inestimable privilege of not 
being obliged to talk, &c. that inspired her with 
gratitude, and made her think him the best and 
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kindest of fathers. And indeed this gratitude 
was not misplaced: for that sort of kindness, 
which allows the object of it, as far as possible, 
to pursue its own plan of happiness, is that alone 
which makes the difference between gratitude 
and thanks. It is but a selfish kind of generosity 
to load persons with favors they do not value, 
and thwart them in the very point on which their 
pleasure depends. 

TheriB was one standing trial of Emily's good- 
nature ; this was, that her father expected her to 
read the newspaper to him every day after dinner. 
The sight of the newspaper was disagreeable to 
her; and politics were worse than uninteresting: 
however, she thought of Milton's daughters, and 
made the daily sacrifice with a good grace ; and 
by degrees attained so great a proficiency in the 
art of reading and carrying on her own train of 
thought at the same time, that it became less 
burdensome. The kind Uhank ye, dear,' with 
which her father always repaid her when she 
finished her task, reproached her more than any 
thing, if she had performed it with reluctance. 

The company of * uninteresting people,' as 
Emily secretly styled the whole circle of her 
acquaintance, would have been grievously bur- 
densome but for this habit of abstraction, which 
enabled her to take some apparent share in con- 
versation, and to enjoy her own delicious musings 
at the same time. It could not, however, escape 
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the obserration of her friends, that her own con* 
templations seemed more agreeable to her than 
their company; and she had sometimes been call- 
ed proud: but it was not by those who knew her;' 
those who had opportunities of witnessing her 
invariable sweetness and good-nature, and the 
obliging alacrity with which, when once roused 
from a re\3ry, she would do any thing, for any 
body; though it sometimes happened that her 
services were required before her attention was 
excited. 

Notwithstanding this indifference towards most 
of those she had hitherto known, Emily had very 
sublime notions about friendship; and from her 
first conversation with Miss Weston, she believed 
she had found that, concerning which, as yet, she 
had only speculated. Her heart soon glowed 
and expanded with affection and respect towards 
the whole family at Stokely. Although the ac- 
quaintance was so recent, she felt more at home 
there than in the circle of her old associates; 
for she was with beings who understood her — ^to 
whom she could express her feelings without the 
dread of being stared at for eccentricity. Not 
that her new friends by any means coincided in 
all Emily's feelings and opinions: but they were 
not misinterpreted, nor ridiculed; and when cor- 
rected, it was with a tenderness and reasonable- 
ness that made her quite sure she had been in 
the wrong. 
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But it was not likelj that a girl of Emily's 
age and disposition should love such friends as 
the Leddenhursts — especially as they were new 
friends — with entire sobriety and moderation. 
In comparison with them, every body appeared 
uninteresting and insignificant: and every thing 
belonging to Stokely appeared to her to possess 
some peculiar excellence, incommunicable to any 
other place or thing. The children seemed more 
lively and engaging than all other children; the 
flowers more fragrant; the trees more pictur- 
esque. 

When she walked out with her father, she al- 
ways pleaded to go that road, or at least some 
walk where the house was in view: and it was a 
sort of pleasure if they happened to meet even a 
greyhound belonging to Stokely. For on such 
an occasion — perhaps after she had been wonder- 
ing that her father should seem so much interest- 
ed in what he was talking about — she would ex- 
claim with sudden animation, * There 's Leopard ( 
— pretty fellow! — see, papa, is not he a grace- 
ful creature ?' — and be disappointed that her father 
appeared so little interested by the interview. But 
when once affection, however well placed, ex- 
ceeds the bounds of reason, it becomes a source, 
of at least as much torment as delight. They 
who live on imaginary pleasures, must expect a 
balance of real pain. Emily did not expect, and 
9he thought she did not even wish, for an eqwii 
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return of afiection from these friends; but she was 
too anxious about it: and although they gave the 
most substantial proofs of their regard for her, she 
tormented herself i/^en any little expression of it 
was accidentally withheld. It is not until persons 
enter upon the realities of life, that they learft 
to distinguish between what is essential and what 
is trifling, ih friendship, as well as other things; 
and Emily had this and many other lessons to 
learn, which are never eflectually taught but by 
experience. She possessed, however, a certain 
nobleness of temper, which prevented her from 
feeling jealous of Elizabeth. If ever she detected 
in herself a tendency to that meanness, she in- 
stantly discarded it, and thought, ' Is not she my 

As Emily became better acquainted with them,^ 
she saw and heard many things at Stokely that 
surprised, and even disappointed her. Mr. Led- 
denhurst, for instance, appeared really interested 
about politics, or rather publiq affairs: and Mrs. 
Leddenhurst engaged in her domestic concerns, 
not BO much as matters of dry duty as Emily had 
generally considered them. 

She observed, too, that they entered into con- 
Tersation with their guests, with a degree of 
interest that exceeded, ^he thought, the require- 
ments of politeness; instead of practising that 
dexterous * eonciseness of reply, which brings a 

4* 
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tiresome subject to the quickest possible terminal 
tion. 

But what surprised her most of all, and occE'* 
sioned her the most pain, was a confession one 
day, from Miss Weston, that she was by no means 
devoted to poetry. She felt no higher delight 
in it than every cultivated mind must derive firom 
the productions of the best poets: and she assur- 
ed Emily, that she had more satisfaction in read- 
ing works addressed to the understanding, than 
in the finest productions of imagination. 

Observing that her young friend looked disap-* 
pointed, she added: 'But, Emily, you must not 
suppose that I despise or undervalue the taste in 
others, because I do not possess it myself. I not 
only tolerate, but I admire it, where it is- correct, 
and does not stand in the plaoe of better things.' 

*But yet,' said Emily, ' I wish you felt exactly 
as 1 do about it.' 

Now Emily possessed more genuine poetical 
taste than many who talk a great deal about 
poetry. It was not the fashionable admiration of 
the poem or poet of the day; nor the pedantic 
taste of the classic, or the critic; nor the indis- 
criminating rapture of youthful enthusiasm; but 
she had an eye to see, a heart to feel, and taste 
to select, the truly poetical, not only in books—*- 
but in nature, in life, in sentiment. 

She did not of\en yield to the temptatioa oC 
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scribbling: when she did, it was ta express and 
gratify some feeling of' the moment; not to show 
about among her acquaintance, nor to send to a 
magazine or a newspaper. She was quite con- 
vinced that her own compositions were juvenile at 
best, dnd far inferior to the productions of poets 
that she did not greatly admire. This- was one 
instance in which her good taste proved of essen- 
tial service to her: it saved her from the unhappy 
mistake of those, who perceive no difference be- 
tween writing verses, and writing poetry; and who 
accordingly go on writing verses, as many as you 
please — or more: which is an art as easy of attain- 
ment as that of doing cobble-stitch, or making 
patchwork, or painting sprigs on a thread-paper. 

They were just entering on a disquisition upon 
poetical taste, when a morning call interrupted 
the conversation. It was Miss Oliver; one of 
the standing inhabitants of the town. 

She belonged to a class of ladies, of whom it 
may lye said, that they are good for nothing but 
to he married. Let no intellectual Ccelebs object 
to the expression; it is not intended to recom- 
mend her to him. 

At eighteen she was tolerably pretty; and about 
as lively as mere youth will make those who have 
no native spring of vivacity. Her education, like 
her mind, was common. If she had married, 
she might have performed the ordinary offices of 
domestic life as. well as they are ordinarily per- 
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formed. Though she had not cared much for 
her husband, she would probably have loved her 
children; and the maternal duties and afiectioDs 
of themselves impart a degree of interest to any 
character. But she did not many, although train- 
ed to consider marriage as the grand object at 
which she was to aim. 

Year after year passed away; during which, 
her attendance at the Christmas rout, the Easter 
ball, the summer races, was tiresomely punctual. 
At length it became necessary, by extra attention 
to dress, and studious vivacity, to show that she 
was still young ; but even that time was gone by, 
and she now only labored to prove that she was 
not old. Disappointment, and the discontent oc- 
casioned by the want of an object in life, had drawn 
lines in her face which time might still have spar- 
ed. It sunk down into dismal vacuity after every 
effort at sprightliness ; for without mind enough 
to be pensive, she was habitually dull. 

Her circumstances did not allow her the relief 
of frequenting places of fashionable resort; she 
contrived to exist with no other air, and no bet'^ 
ter water, than were to be obtained in her native 
parish. The few families in the neighborhood 
with whom, in her youthful days, she used to 
spend her Christmas or her 'Wliitsuntide were 
dead, or dispersed, or the acquaintance was bro- 
ken off: so that the routs and card-parties of this 
little town were the only relief to her monotony; 
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where she went to meet the same faces, and to 
say and hear the same nothings as ever. 

It was no wonder, therefore, that the veriest 
, trifle — a new stitch, or a new pattern — became 
to her an aflair of importance ; that the gossip of 
the neighborhood seemed essential to her exist- 
ence; and that, without malignity, scandal should 
become an entertainment, and mischief a recre- 
ation. 

Having conversed for a short time with Mrs. 
Leddenhurst, in a strain of commonness that for- 
bade the supposition of an original thought hav- 
ing ever by any accident strayed into her brain, 
she took leave. As Mr. Leddenhurst shut the 
door after her, Emily was greatly surprised to 
hear him say, * Every human being is interesting.* 
Thinking her, and most other hirnian beings, un- 
interesting, she could not understand this at all: 
but to Mr. Leddenhurst, who was an observer of 
human nature, and studied it as the most important 
and interesting of sciences, every specimen was 
valuable, for every specimen presents some shade 
of variety. But there was a still higher interest 
which the meanest of his fellow-creatures did not 
fail to excite. Christian benevolence was with 
him an active principle ; and the earnest desire of 
doing good led him to seek and cultivate the so-^ 
ciety of those, whom the pride of intellect, or the 
selfish indulgences of taste, would have taught 
him only to shuQ. 
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' Wbat an ahenfMm,' said he, ' an interest in 
religion would make in such a Goantenaace as 
that lady's! ' 

Nor was it uncharitable of him to apprehend 
that she was one of the wy who paj no decided 
regard to it. There is a vmlgar oml belonging 
to people of the world, which as efiectually be- 
trays tkeir fraternity, as any peculiar phraseology 
called rtligumi cani can do. 

'I never remember.' continued Mr. I^edden- 
hurst, ' obserring such an expression of listless 
▼acuity in the face of the meanest Christian. 
Habitual thoughts of God, and of eternity, toiU 
impress some trace of mind upon the countenance. 
What a new world of hope and happiness might 
be opened to such a character! Caroline, let us 
cultivate her acquaintance.' 
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CHAPTER V. 

Elizabeth and Emily accepted, with apparent- 
ly equal eagerness, the offer of their firiends at 
Stokely, to assist them in their course of study 
and self-improvement. They had free access to 
Mr. Leddenhurst's ample library, and the advan- 
tage of his advice to direct their choice of books. 
The course of reading recommended to Emily 
was calculated to inspire her with a taste for solid 
acquirements, and general information: and to 
correct, without impairing, the liveliness of her 
fancy, and the originality of her mind. 
• They found it more difficult to ascertain what 
plan of study was most congenial to Elizabeth's 
taste, or most likely to improve it. The pleasure 
she took in reading, or in any kind of study, for 
iia (yum sake, was but small. It was less, perhaps, 
than she was herself aware of; because she was 
not accustomed to analyze her motives ; and she 
might possibly mistake the avidity with which she 
oilen sat down to read a book in the morning, 
which she intended to talk about in the evening, 
for the pure love of knowledge, or the gratifica- 
tion of genuine taste. 

How many books Elizabeth would have read, 
and how many things she would have learned, if 
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she had been Robinson Crusoe, she never in- 
quired. 

A very superficial kind of knowledge had been 
hitherto sufficient to answer all the purposes to 
which she applied it ; but now that she was asso- 
ciating with persons who possessed, and evident- 
ly valued, more substantial acquisitions, she began 
to apply herself to them with avidity: for Eliza- 
beth could accommodate herself to the diffe- 
rent manners, tastes, and opinions of different 
people — ^which she possessed some sagacity in 
discovering — in a way truly astonishing to simple 
beholders. 

There was now nothing so dry, so difficult, or 
so wholly foreign to her real taste, which she 
would not have set herself about if it had been 
recommended at Stokely, or if Emily had been 
going to apply to it. 

What a pity that so much labor should be lost! 
— lost, not only with respect to the particular end 
aimed at, but as to any sterling adviintage to her 
own mind ; and her new friends were pained to 
perceive, that with all her laborious efforts to 
obtain it, she missed the only method of gaining 
solid approbation. They did not, indeed, wish to 
discourage her in the pains she was willing to 
take ; but above all they would have been pleased 
to see her aiming to extirpate the radical evil; 
and becoming simple, honest, unobtrusive, and in 
earnest. 



DISPLAY. 49 

Elizabeth's studies were interrupted one morn- 
ing, by revolving a scheme, which was suggested 
to her by something she heard Mrs. Leddenhurst 
say the evening before, about establishing a Sun- 
day school for the poor children of Broadisham; 
and as soon as she had breakfasted, she stepped 
into the disorderly cottage of a neighbouring 
cobbler, who had seven or eight dirty children 
that were always either playing or fighting in the 
street, and, to the great surprise of the whole 
family, she offered to teach them all to read. 

At first they did not seem to understand her; 
and when they did, they appeared less struck 
with her generosity than she had expected. The 
father went on with his work, with a proud sullen 
countenance. The mother grinned stupidly; and 
said, 'I don't know as they'll choose to lam» 
Bill boy — 00*11 ye like to lam to read ? — Sal, do 
ye hear— oo '11 you choose to lam to read, child?' 

Bill said *no' — Sal said 'yes:* while Eliza- 
beth, indignant at their rudeness and ingratitude, 
would have left them to their ignorance ; but re- 
collecting her object, she condescended to expos- 
tulate, representing the importance of the acqui- 
sition; and 'You know,' said she, ' you cannot 
get them taught for less than twopence a week 
any where in the town, and I tell you, I will teach 
them all for nothing.' 

Finding, however, that she made no impression 
on the parents, she turned to the children, saying, 

VOL. IV. 5 
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* Well, if yoq 11 come and let me teach yoo to 
read, I will give joa all a balfpeony apiece eveiy 
Bonday momiag.* 

These words, ' a halfpem^ apiece,' were tlM 
only ones the children seemed to understand. 

' ril come if 70a like,' said one of them: ' and 
iO^U I,' * and soil I,' said some of the others. So 
in consequence of her liberal promise, she had 
four or five dirty scholars the next Sunday morn- 
ing. 

But while the children were thinking of their 
halfpenny, and Elizabeth of her reputation, a, b, 
c, was a dull subject to both parties. 

* B, I tell you, you stupid little creature!' said 
she, again and again; but at last her scholars 
were dismissed, with scarce any ofher notion 
about A, B, and c, than that there was some coa- 
nexion between them and a halQ>enny. 

The very next day, as Elizabeth was walking 
with Miss Weston and Emily, they met a party 
of young ladies, who asked Elizabeth what made 
her ' so uncommonly late at church yesterday 
morning?' 

' Why, I was detained rather longer than I in* 
tended by my little scholars,' said she. 

' Scholars!' said Emily. 

' What scholars have you?' said Miss Wes- 
ton. 

* Only a few poor children, that I teach to read 
on Sundays,' answered Elizabeth, carelessly. 
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< Indeed! I am pleaaed to helEu: tkat: I did not 
know there was any one here who — indeed I am 
very much pleased to hear it,' said Miss Weston; 
and as she spoke, she looked at Elizabeth with 
such an expression of approbation as she was not 
accustomed to receive. 

For Miss Weston's was a charity that not only 
'hoped all things,' but * believed all things ' in a 
wider sense than would have been possible, had 
she possessed a little more intuitive perception of 
character. But it was not 



" Her nature's phgoe to spy into abuses." 

Herself perfectly upright and sincere^ any spe- 
cies of dissimulation appeared to her almost inK 
possible; and the actual discovery of artifice, at 
which the malignant would be gratified, and the 
sarcastic amused, filled her only with grief and 
pity. 

That evening Elizabeth was invited to Stokely, 
to assist in forming a plan for a Sunday school 

* We have certainly injured poor Elizabeth/ 
said Miss Weston, when she mentioned the cir- 
cumstance to Mr. and Mrs. Leddenhurst. * Not 
that I should think so much of her having raised 
a little school of her own when no one else had 
thought of it, but she has never told us, never 
boasted of it, even when we were speaking on the 
subject, Emily herself did not know of it.' 
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* I am surprised at that/ said Mrs. Ledden- 
hurst. 

As soon as Elizabeth arrived, they began cob- 
suiting about the school. 

* We have no wish, Elizabeth/ said Mrs. 
Leddenhurst, *to interfere with your arrange- 
ments; as you were the first to begin, we shall 
be quite contented to follow you. What plan, 
my dear, have you pursued with your scholars 
hitherto ? ' 

' Oh,' said Elizabeth, coloring, ' I have no 
very particular plan; I hea,r them re^d, you know 
— and so forth: but I am sure you and Miss Wes- 
ton understand these things much better than I 
do.' 

Mrs. Leddenhurst then described some of the 
arrangements and methods of teaching which 
had proved successful in schools she had form- 
erly been engaged in; and as they entirely met 
Elizabeth's approbation, it was determined to 
proceed without delay. 

A convenient room was provided in the middle 
of the town; and Elizabeth and Emily, with a few 
other young people, undertook to attend regu- 
larly, twice every Sunday. The poor families 
around were not all so insensible of the privilege 
as Elizabeth's cobbler j for a school of fifty chil- 
dren was presently raised, and the numbers in- 
creased continually. More teachers were soda 
wanted; but of all the ladies who were applied 



to, lew were found willing to lend a helping hand. 
Many were too indolent; and others were afraid 
of hairing any thing to do with what they thought 
a inethodistical concern. There were some wha 
appeared very eager in it at first; but as soon 
as the novelty was over, they became irregular 
in their attendance, and dropped off, one by onei 
for to submit to the self-denial and exertion re- 
quisite to a regular and persevering attendance 
at a Sunday school, requires, in general, some 
stronger motive than mere caprice; although 
many motives beside the right one may be strong 
enough. / 

In this exigence, they gladly accepted the »a^ 
sistance of two or three young women of a lower 
olass, who came forward to offer their services. 
They appeared quite competent to the undertak- 
ing, having been formerly engaged in a small 
Sunday school, which fell off for want of the 
means to support it. 

One of these, well known by the name of ^ Bet- 
sy Pryke,' was a person of some repute among 
her friends and acquaintance. 

She was a sharp, neat, compact, conceited 
looking person, who kept a little haberdasher's 
shop in the market-place. By the aid of some 
quickness, a good memory, and what was called 
a great taste for reading, she had accumulated a 
eunous mass of heterogeneous lore, with which 

she was accustomed to astonish, if not to edify, 

5# 
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her nniple neighbors. She was particularly Ibni 
of hard names, and words of many syllables; and 
her conversation was frequently enterspersed widi 
qnoCations from Young, Hervey, and Mrs. Rowe. 

Her customers, in addition to their porchase, 
were generally favored with a little learning, 
gratis, while she was weighing the pins or mea- 
suring the tape; and even before those whom 
she could not venture to entertain with familiar 
discourse, some fine word, or knowU^ remark, 
was dexterously dropped, to let them know whtd 
ihe wot ; and her behavior to this class of her 
customers was marked by that mixture of pert- 
ness and servility, which is commonly produeed 
by selfHConceit in dependent circumstances. 

To these qualifications, Miss Pryke- added a 
flaming profession of religion. She was one of 
the very few inhabitants of this town who appeared 
to pay any serious regard to it; and among those 
pious, simple people, who possessed little of the 
wisdom or knowledge of this world, she passed 
for a pattern of zeal and sanctity. Miss Pryke's 
creed was all creed: she was fond of holding 
arfi;wn€ntation$ upon a few points on which she 
considered herself to have attained more light 
than the generality of plain Christians. She ap- 
peared to take little interest in the practical parts 
of Christianity, about which there is no contro- 
versy ; and upon those who made any thing more 
than a distant or casual reference to these sub^ 
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jects, she readily bestowed her enlightened pitj. 
They were 'persons in the dsu'k;' and if they 
were ministers, they were ' blind leaders of the 
blind/ and knew nothing of the gospel. She 
valued contort much above consistency, and was 
more observant of her /ratnes than of her temper. 

She could quote Scripture with great facility; 
but was fonder of hearing it allegorized than ex- 
plained. She had by rote the whole string of 
those phrases, and particular modes of expression, 
which pass current among some good people, and 
which, although frequently used with the utmost 
sincerity, are very far from being evidences of it. 

Susannah Davy was a person of a very differ- 
ent description: she was an humble, serious, and 
superior young woman. 

Her father was an alehouse-keeper, a profane, 
violent man; he scoffed at religion, and had treat- 
ed hii» daughter with great severity since she 
became acquainted with its value. But she sub- 
mitted to his harsh treatment with patience and 
meekness, and conducted herself in his riotous 
bouse with such strict propriety, that she was re- 
spected by the lowest who frequented it. 

Whenever she could be spared from the busi- 
ness below, she took refuge from the disorderly 
company in the kitchen, in her quiet chamber; 
where, with her Bible, and a very few good books, 
she passed many a tranquil and happy hour. 
She had a pleasing, inteUigent face; and 
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while her manners were perfectly unassumkig,^ 
there was a dignified reserve in her deportment. 
Her dress was neat and plain. She had that 
nice sense of propriety, which secured her firon 
the vulgarity of dressing beyond her station. 

She showed that she respected herself, by her 
uniformly respectful behavior towards her supe- 
riors; and the circumstance of the ladies she 
was now introduced to being her fellow Chris- 
tians, did not dispose her to forget what was doe 
to them. She had read, that superiors are ' not 
to be despised because they are brethren:* and 
she felt no inclination to practise that unbecom- 
ing familiarity, which in some instances has 
proved a hindrance to profitable Christian inter- 
course between the brother of high and of low 
degree. 

The fault, however, is not always on one sidd; 
there is a manner in which some good and very 
charitable people behave towards their inferiors 
in rank, which must be grating to those who re- 
tain any independence of mind. 

It was not thus with the Leddenhursts: they 
always remembered and respected the natural 
rights of the poor: those rights which belong to 
them in common with the rich; and which, in 
so many essential respects, place all the ranks 
of mankind upon an equality. They considered 
their services as voluntary, their dwellings as it* 
cred, and above all, their minds as free as thieir 
own. 
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There were few families more beloved, and 
more justly, bj their poor neighbors, than the 
Leddenhursts; and few, perhaps, whose inter- 
course with their needy tenantry was so entirely 
free from the debasing sipirit of feudalism — that 
spirit which has so long survived the system. 
They were the friends of the poor, without calling 
themselves, or wishing to be called, such names 
as patrons, benefactors, and the like. Their of- 
fices of charity were never performed with that 
superlative condescendingness of tone and man- 
ner, which, though it may be thought excessively 
amiable, is but a creditable way of being proud; 
and which does, in fact, neither become nor be- 
long to one being, in its transactions with another 
of the same species. Nor were their religious 
iDstructions and advice given with an air of per- 
sons invested with the authority of Church and 
State. They always used to reason, as well as 
to exhort; and to reason ^rst They well knew 
that authority can no more bind opinion, than 
chains can bind sunbeams. 

They took particular care to instil proper no- 
tions on this subject into the minds of their child- 
ren; that when they were going about on little 
errands of kindness to their cottages, they might 
not fancy themselves such condescending little 
cherubs as some foolish people might call them. 
They were told that a child cannot condescend 
\o a grown person: and the little Leddenhursts 
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were remarked for their modest, refipectful l)e- 
havior to servants, and to the poor. Nor weie 
they ever encouraged in any thing that might 
make their charities look picturesque: for their 
parents were aware, that with every possible 
precaution, it is difficult enough to prevent a 
frightful mixture of motives in the performance 
of any good work. 

But all this time Susannah Davy is waiting to 
speak to Mrs. Leddenhurst. Her appearance 
very much prepossessed them in her favor; and 
they accepted the offer of her services with still 
more readiness than that of her sagacious friend. 
They both, however, seemed well qualified for the 
employment; and Elizabeth and Emily, to whom 
such engagements were entirely new, appeared 
at first, in comparison with them, to some disad- 
vantage as teachers of a Sunday school. 

Indeed they both experienced some disappoint- 
ment in this concern. In itself it was wholly 
uninteresting to Elizabeth: for what is there in 
a row of poor children, to interest a vain, selfish 
mind? and she found it more unproductive in 
other respects than she had expected. Although 
she would lose a great deal by withdrawing her 
attendance, there was but little to be gained bj 
continuing it. She was but one of a number, 
undistinguished among the other teachers, who 
were too busy with their own classes to obserro 
Elizabeth's attention to hers. 
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EmUy's disappointmeiit was of a different kind: 
she bad surveyed the form of children allotted to 
her — ^which consisted of the usual proportion of 
the stupid, the brisk, the idle, the diligent, and the 
froward — with sanguine expectations of what in- 
struction would do for them; not calculating on 
the dull comprehensions, feeble powers, or per- 
verse dispositions of the little beings she had to 
deal with. She soon discovered that the pleasant 
reward of immediate or certain success was not 
that which could be depended upon; and Miss 
Weston told her, that the only way not to feel 
discouraged, was to be contented with the satis- 
faction of endeavoring to do good to our fellow 
creatures. She knew better than Emily what 
consequences to expect from such exertions; and 
was contented to perceive, that the children were 
tolerably regular in their attendance ; that they 
made a real, though slow progress in their learn- 
ing ; and that they gradually became more decent 
and orderly in their appearance and behavior. 

It struck Miss Weston, that the new teacher, 
Miss Pryke, regarded her friends Elizabeth and 
Emily with an evil eye. Some hints she occa- 
sionally dropped, confirmed this suspicion: but 
she had not given her an opportunity to explain 
herself fully, having rather avoided entering into 
conversation with Miss Pryke. Her manner of 
talking, especially upon religious subjects, was 



60 DISPLAY. 

not agreeable to Miss Weston. She had much 
greater pleasure in conversing with Susannah 
Davy. The poor in this world are often ' rich 
in faith ; ' and many a lesson of patience, trust, 
and cheerful suffering, may be learned from their 
* simple annals.' When this pious, humble girl 
told of the peace and happiness she enjoyed 
during her hours of retirement, even in the midst 
of hardships and insults, Miss Weston felt that 
if her own sorrows were more refined, her cob- 
solations were noj more elevateds 

The truth was, that Miss Pryke was not very 
well pleased to find Elizabeth and Emily in office 
at the school. She knew that they had always 
been numbered among the gay young people of 
the town; and she augured no good from admit- 
ting people of the world to engage in such a 
service. Miss Pryke 's notions concerning this 
phrase, * people of the world,' were neither lib- 
eral nor correct. It is a phrase which cannot be 
particularly attached to wealth or station: nor is 
there any condition of life, any creed, or party, 
from which it must necessarily be excluded. 
They who love God supremely, and serve Him 
faithfully, are not of the world : they who prefer 
any thing before Him, are of the world; though 
they may 'call him Lord,' and 'prophesy in his 
name.' And it is of little consequence, whether 
the worldly mind be seeking its gratification from 
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a display of dress and beautj in the glitter of a 
ball-room, or from a display of its g^ts among a 
few poor brethren at a prayer meeting: each is 
loving ' the praise of men more than the praise 
of God.' But this was not the view of the subject 
that Miss Pryke was accustomed to take. With 
the exception of herself, and a few of her friends, 
she considered all the inhabitants of Broadisham, 
especisilly those of the higher class, emphatical- 
ly, * the world,* And however true this appeared 
to be with respect to the majority, her charity 
would never stretch so far as to allow, no, nor to 
hope, that there might be some among them, who, 
humbled at heart, and essentially relying on 
their unhonored Saviour, might grope their way 
to heaven, through all the rubbish of ignorance, 
error, and pharisaic prejudice, which worldly 
connexions, and unfaithful instructions, must 
throw in their way.^ But ' God seeth not as man 
seeth.' 

One day, when Mrs. Leddenhurst and Miss 
Weston remained afler the school was dismissed, 
to make some arrangements in the room. Miss 
Pryke seized the opportunity she had been wish-" 
ing for. Mrs. Leddenhurst remarked that the 
children were making as much progress as could 
be expected. 

* Yes, certainly, ma'am,' said Miss Pryke, 'as 
it respests their temporal instruction; but for my 
VOL. rv* 6 
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pait,' added she, sigluiig, ' I could have wMhed 
IO)pee the work prospering in our hand»-iii ft dtf> 
fiirent way to ^ what it does: it would be a great 
encouragement to mj mind, I must sajr, to - see 
some of these dear children enlightened.' 

' We are not to expect miracles,' answered Mrs; 
Leddenhurst; Uhere are very few of -them ndio 
can read their Bibles at present.' 

*Oh/ replied Miss Pryke, 'we must have 
faith, and nothing will foe imposmble; but if I may 
speak my sentiments, Mrs. Leddenhurst,' said she 
— ^ now resolving to cast off the fear of man— - 
' I do not wonder that our labors are not blees> 
ed; and I don't believe they ever will be while 
we have so many people of the world amongst as. 
What can be expected from such poor, dear, 
deluded, young creatures! and what an example 
to set before these dear children, Mrs. Ledden- 
hurst!' ^ 

Here Susannah Davy ventured to remark, that 
' perhaps their attendance at the school nfiight be 
made useful to the young ladies; she had heard 
of such instances, and thought it would be a 
great pity to discourage them.' 

To this Mrs. Leddenhurst assented; and ob- 
served, that * so far from disapproving of their 
assistance, she lamented that no other ladies had 
joined them: she knew not by what authority they 
should be justified in forbidding any, who were 
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willing to unife in a good work.' And silene^d, 
but not satisfied, Miss Prjke, by adding, that 
' there was nothing in the character- or conduct 
of these ladies that, in her opinion, disqualified 
them for the task they were at present required 
to perform.' 

The conversation ended here; for Mii^ Pryke 
was not the kind of person with whom^hey chose 
to enter into a further debate. She could not, 
however, be more truly concerned for the re- 
ligious welfare of the children than they were. 
The grand object of all their exertions, and of 
which they never lost sight, was to train them 
for heaven; and they steadily pursued those 
methods, which, in their opinions, were most 
likely to promote this end. They did not at- 
tempt to feed them with * strong meat,' but with 
* milk,' because they were * babes;' and com- 
municated the simple ideas they could compre- 
hend, in plain language, and short sentences, 
such as they might easily attend to, and remem- 
ber. They knew that most children will not 
listen to a long discourse, however excellent; 
but that their attention may be excited by a 
short, striking, personal address. 

Such slow and simple methods did not satisfy 
Miss Pryke 's zeal for the conversion of her pu- 
pils. Not considering the usual course of divine 
proceeding in spiritual, as well as in natural 
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things, she expected to sow and reap at the 
same time : but instances of Sunday school child- 
ren's appearing seriously impressed are rare, 
and, generally speaking, doubtful; though there 
have been hopeful exceptions. At any rate, 
teachers may be satisfied with imparting that 
knowledge, and forming those habits, which are 
so frequently followed, in after life, by the divine 
blessing. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Iif the meantime Emily ^s frienda witneosed 
with great pleasure the hopeful, though gradual 
change that appeared to he taking place. in ber 
nind. - These friends could make allowances for 
the prejudices of education, the influence of early 
habits, and the various disadvantages which must 
attend the dawnings of religion in those who iiave 
not been taught to fear- Grod from their youth. 

They were pleased to observe in her a deli- 
cacy of conscience which made her • extremely 
guarded in conversing on the subject, lest she 
should be led to express more than she felt. 
Without sincerity she saw that religion is but 
a name, and without earnestness, a shadow. 

As soon as she began reading the J^ble with 
attention and prayer, she perceived that she had 
never before read it to purpose. She was sur* 
prised that she had often passed over the saame- 
paasages which now struck her so forcibly, with 
such total inattention to their obvious meaning. 
She began to feel that ^ one thing is needful;' 
that the grand business of life, and that to which 
all others must ' be secondary, is to prepare for 
the life to eome. Of the necessity and nature 
of this preparation she became increasingly coar> 
aeious the more she thought of God, and of the 

6* 
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mtare of heavenlj happinesB. She wis oonfiiK 
eed that ' His presence could not he fblnesB of 
joj' to anj but those who are, like Him, holj 
and spiritual. When she compared the state of 
mind which the Seriptmes call 'meetness for 
heayen' with the Fanitj and eaithlineas of her 
present taste and pleasures, and with the distaste 
she felt to those that are whoUj spiritual, she 
began to understand what i& meant bj being 
' bom again;' and to feel the necesatj of it, al- 
though her ideas of the waj in which this change 
must be produced were still indistinct and un- 
certain. 

She had bowed at the name of Jesus, and 
spoken of Him, and heard Him spoken of as 'our 
Saviour,' and 'our blessed Saviour;' but with 
notions the most vague, and feelings the most 
indifferent. But when she began to regard Him 
as a Saviour from sin and misery, as the Friend 
of sinners, a living and present Friend, and to 
hope that He might be hers — His being and His 
character appeared an astonishing reality, and 
it seemed to her as though she had never heard 
of Him before. 

At first Emily set about becoming a Christian 
with the same expectation of success, as she 
would have applied herself to a language or a 
science. She saw that she had it all to learn, 
and she thought there was nothing to be done 
but to learn it^ She soon, however, began to 



SBPLAY. 61 

experience some of the difficulties which will be 
encountered by all who are in earnest. She was 
sincerely asking, ' What must I do to inherit eter^ 
nal life?' But, like him who once ' went away sor- 
rowful,' Emily found herself unwilling to make 
that entire surrender of the heart to Grod which 
He requires, and without which religion is but 
an irksome bondage, a fruitless effort to com- 
promise between God and the world. She com- 
plained of a secret reluctance and disinclination 
to serious tho4jght and engagements, and of a 
disproportionate interest in her own pursuits and 
pleasures. She sometimes expressed a fear to 
Miss Weston, that her solicitude about religion 
arose more from a dread of the consequences of 
neglecting it, than from a desire towards it for 
its own sake. 

To these complaints her friend listened with 
sympathy, and administered such encouragements 
as were calculated, not to make her easy and 
satisfied with her present attainments, but to stim- 
ulate her to perseverance and diligence. She 
explained to her that these or similar obstacles 
ever oppose the entrance of real religion to the 
human heart; that all are naturally indisposed to 
embrace it; but that those who feel and lament 
tiiis indisposition have every encourag-ement to 
expect assistance. 

' Strength,' said she, ' i^ promised to those, 
and those only, who are sensible of weakness; 
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vrho, acknowledging with deep humility and |M)l^ 
ertj of spirit their mental impotence, are wittifig 
to receive help of God.* 

* That change of heart which consists in urn 
dispositions and affections, new pursuits and pleas- 
ures, new apprehensions of things unseen, aad 
without which heaven could not be happiness, 
is,' she said, 'the immediate operation of the 
Spirit of God. It is that for which of ourselves 
we are absolutely insufficient. We must not, 
however,' continued Miss Weston, 'expect this 
assistance, unless we earnestly ' coid constantly 
seek it: * Ask, and ye shall receive;' this is ^e 
invariable condition. And, Emily, we must watch 
as well as pray; and diligently use every means 
that God has appointed for the promotion of re- 
ligion in the soul ; never relaxing from that strict 
system of mental discipline in which Christian 
self-denial chiefly consists. It is to those who d» 
the will of Grod that the promise is offered.' 

While Miss Weston was thus continually pe^ 
forming the noblest offices of human friendship, 
Emily's love for her became increasingly ardent; 
for she assumed no authority nor superiority in 
advising her: her manner was so humble and af- 
fectionate, and displayed at once such a delioate 
consideration of her feelings, and anxious solic- 
itude for her happiness, that Emily's heart melted 
with grateful affection. 

It has been said that there was nothing bo dry. 
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SO difiSicult, nor so wholly foreign to her real incli- 
noHotWy that Elizabeth would not have set herself 
about, if it has been recommended — » or rather, 
likely to recommend her at Stokely. It was there- 
fore less surprising — as religion was the one 
thing most attended to and valued there, that 
Clizabeth must now also become religious, or «at 
least appear to be so. 

Without premeditated and consummate hypoc- 
risy, y^t without sincerity, and wholly without 
earnestness, she professed to view the subject in 
a new light, and requested instruction upon it. 
She readily, and without gainsaying, acquiesced 
in new opinions: to many she might have appeared 
a more hopeful learner than Emily. But surely 
there can be no bondage so irksome, no drudgery 
so base, as counterfeiting, or from any mistake 
falling short of that character which, when gen- 
uine, brings with it freedom and independence, 
pleasantness and peace. 

Although they found it a difficult task to con- 
verse on the subject with Elizabeth, no pains 
were spared to give her right views, and to ex- 
cite in her mind a real concern about it. She 
assented readily to every thing that was said; 
believed whatever was stated; felt all that was 
described — and more; but tl^ey could not feel 
satisfied with her professions. 

Indeed, the manner in which the Christian 
eharacter was described and exemplified at Stoke^ 
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\y, rendered it so difficult of imitation^— there 
was so little credit to be gained by mere ouiwaid 
appearances or particular expressions^ whil^so 
much stress was laid upon sincerity, humilitj, 
and spirituality of mind, that Elizabeth soon be- 
gan to feel the support of her new professions 
almost intolerably irksome, and almost hopeless- 
ly difficult: perhaps she might have abandoned 
the attempt altogether, if she had not accidental- 
ly discovered a style of religious porofeaston far 
easier of attainment. 

Miss Pryke was confirmed in her siltpiekMit 
of the unsoundness of the new family by wImI 
had lately passed, and she attended th^Aeit 
Snnday, determined to make redoubled /efforts at 
enlightening the school. The instructions the 
addressed to the children were indeed prinoipalt- 
ly aimed at the teachers; and Elizabeth's form 
being next to Miss Pryke 's, she could not 'avoid 
hearing a great deal of it. She listened to her 
harangue, partly from curiosity, and partly from 
a desire of becoming familiar with a language 
which she wished to adopt. Perceiving from the 
whole strain of it that it would be comparative- 
ly easy to be very religious after Miss Pryke's 
manner, she determined to gain the notice and 
good opinion of this enlightened teacher. So, 
as soon as the school was dismissed, Elizabeth 
made up to Miss Pryke, and shaking her by the 
hand, with a particular kind of smile, said, ' I 
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amre I havereaBon to thank you for what I have 
h«&rd this morning.' 

Miss Pryke started at this very unexpected 
address: however, it put her prejudices to flight 
in an instant. Notwithstanding her jealousy of 
the. gay or genteel, she was doubly gratified at 
lutving prosel3rted one of this class. Her answer 
was studiously seasoned with spiritual flattery: 
hut that and the succeeding conversation are 
not recorded, because it would be painful, and 
equally oflensive to right feeling and good taste, 
to repeat a discourse in which expressions might 
occur, which to use professedly in earnest, but 
without sincerity and reverence, is the worst kind 
of profaneness. 

The . conversation was renewed in the afler- 
nooif, and on the following Sunday: and Eliza- 
beth was invited to join a private meeting which 
was held once a week in Miss Pryke's parlour. 
She felt rather ashamed of accepting this invi- 
tation, and scarcely knew why she wished it; 
however, as it was winter, she stole in one eve- 
ning. 

Her entrance seemed for a time to distract the 
devotions of the little assembly, the. appearance 
of a gay lady was so very unusual among them. 
There was some bustle in dumb show, to make 
way for, and accommodate her; and she was 
beckoned and jostled, and pointed and pushed to 
the vacant arm-chair by the fireside : but Eliza- 
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beth with gracious bows declined this distinction, 
and seated herself — for she was fond of contrast 
•—on one of the forms, between a very old wo- 
man, and a spare squalid looking man, whose 
head was tied up with a blue handkerchief. Eliz- 
abeth's lace veil floated on his shabby shoulder, 
and her rich India shawl spread over the old 
woman's red cloak, who shook it off respectfully; 
while the good man squeezed himself up to his 
narrowest compass, and drove at his next neigih 
bor to make more room. 

When the service was over. Miss Prjke made 
up to Elizabeth and shook hands with her ; and 
so did two or three others, saying a word or two 
expressive of their pleasure at seeing her there: 
and there were some present whose hearts glow- 
ed with true Christian benevolence when 'they 
did so. 
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CHAPTER VU. 

fir this time Emil j, without having studied for 
it, had gained the love and esteem of the whole 
family at Stokely. Elizabeth saw that she had: 
and notwithstanding their impartial attentions — 
for none but the children appeared the fondest 
of Emily — Elizabeth perceived that she was not 
loved, esteemed, and, what to her was still worse, 
not admired so much. It was a long time before 
she could believe this; but when she did, when 
she felt quite sure of it, her mortification began 
to produce a degree of indifference to their opin- 
ion, and distaste to their company; and she won- 
dered why she had taken so much pains to please 
them. 

From this time her visits to Stokely became 
gradually less frequent ; and as she felt Emily to 
be no longer a foil, but a rival, her company also 
became irksome to her; and although her pro- 
fessions when they met were the same as ever, 
Emily was hurt to pereei've- that Elizabeth shun-- 
ned her society. 

Her connexion with Miss Pryke tended much 
to promote this coolness; for it gave Elizabeth 
another object and other engagements; and such 
as were not very compatible with her intercourse 
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with the Leddenhursts. She continued to attend 
the weekly meeting at Miss Pryke's; for vanity 
is seldom dainty — and the notice she attracted, 
and the distinction she obtained even there, were 
agreeable to her. Her manners, her accomplish- 
ments, her dress, excited little attention among 
persons of her own rank, who could display mnch 
the same; but in all these respects she stood un- 
rivalled in Miss Pryke's parlor, and they obtained 
for her that consideration which she loved. 

Well had it been for Elizabeth if she had made 
as good use of these meetings as many, as most 
of those did who frequented them. But unfor- 
tunately, she only imitated what was not worth 
imitating. She soon acquired a facility in using 
the phrases current among these poor people, and 
even caught something of their particular looks 
and gestures. These peculiarities, which, while 
they too easily pass among some as signs of grace, 
among others, are with as little discrimination 
concluded to be the symptoms of a canting hypoc« 
risy; but which are, in fact, oflen, most oi\en, the 
genuine and natural expressions of earnest sin- 
cerity, uncontrolled by the delicacy which teaches 
the educated to conceal their feelings. 

But, truly, the least agreeable excrescences 
which are produced by earnestness in religion, 
are more reasonable, and ought to be less offen- 
sive, than that finished air of indifference which 
too often characterizes politer worshippers. 
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When a poor Christian turns the key upon her 
comfortless dwelling, and sets off with her lantern 
and her Bible, to spend an hour in thinking and 
hearing of a place where there will be no more 
want, it is not surprising if she be more deeply 
interested and affected than those, who leave 'a 
comfortable drawing-room, an intelligent circle, 
or some interesting pursuit, and whose * joy un- 
speakable' it costs them, perhaps, little effort to 
conceal. 

But it is best to avoid all extremes; and thosis 
good people who are prone to make such ' outward 
and visible signs of their inward and spiritual 
graces,' would do well to observe the conduct 
which Jesus Christ seems plainly to recommend 
on this subject; that decent composure of couih 
tenance and manner, which while we are exposed 
to the eyes of others, answers the purpose of 
'entering into the closet, and shutting to the door.' 
— ' Be ye not as the hypocrites, of a sad coun« 
tenance; for they dis%ure their faces that they 
may appear unto men to fast : but anoint thy head» 
and wash thy face,' &,c. — When the repenting 
publican 'smote upon his breast,' he was not 
with the throng of worshippers in the Temple^ 
but standing ' afar off. ' 

Elizabeth, however, found herself in high es- 
teem among this little company, especially with 
Mids Pryke, by whom she was studiously flat* 
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tcred and oxtoUed. She had little opposition to 
encounter at home, on account of her new pro- 
fession ; for her parents disliked trouble too 
much to persecute! and Mrs. Palmer contented 
herself with exclaiming sometimes, when her 
daughter was setting off for the market-^lace — 

* Bless me, EHzabeth, how can you make such 
a fool of yourself ! ' 

Elizabeth's father and mother were people of 
the world in the most complete sense: they were 
' lovers of pleasure, and not lovers of God.' 

Mrs. Palmer was clever; and had a vast deal 
of taste in laying out gardens, and fitting up 
rooms, and setting out dinners. Her grand ob- 
ject in life was, to enjoy herself; and her selfishness 
was refined, and perfect in its kind. She was a 
good wife, a kind mother, an obliging neighbor, 
as far as ever she could be consistently with this 
object, but no further. She had an easy, pleas- 
ing address; and her politeness was so unremit- 
tingly attentive, that it looked almost like friend- 
ship. Whatever did not demand any real sacrifice 
of her own pleasure or convenience, was done, 
and done in the most obliging manner possible; 
but really to deny herself for the sake of another, 
was a species of virtue which she left to be prac- 
tised by such good sort of people as chose it: 
to her it appeared foolishness; especially as she 
could decline her services with such masterly 
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adroitness, with such a gentle, sympathizing ad- 
dress, that the cold sel^hness of her heart often 
escaped detection. 

Her feelings were naturally violent: but she 
had such an extreme dislike of being uncomfort- 
able, that she rarely suffered them to be very 
troublesome to her. When the news arrived that 
her only and darling son had died abroad of the 
yellow fever, many people thought she would not 
long survive the intelligence. Her sorrow at first 
was ungovernable. She said she should never 
have another happy hour: but it is easier to be 
distracted for a week than to be sorrowful for life; 
and Mrs. Palmer discovered surprisingly soon, 
that she was still in possession of all those good 
things on which her daily pleastire depended. 
She had no son, it was true; but she had her 
pleasant house, and handsome furniture ; luxurious 
fare, and a healthy appetite; a fine person, and 
expensive ornaments. She could still walk, and 
ride, and visit, and see company; and build her 
grotto, and attend her green-house, and arrange 
her cabinet ; so that she recovered her cheerful- 
ness rapidly. There was nothing in her mind 
with which sorrow could amalgamatey it was an 
unwelcome and unintelligible foreigner. 

By her son's dying at a distance, she was 
spared what were, to her, the most shocking cir- 
cumstances attending such an event; 

7* 
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Death-^hat one thing which the skeptic imitl 
believe, and to which thei worldly must submit-^ 
was that which she most disliked to think about; 
and she studiously avoided whatever was likely 
to remind her of it. She shrunk from the survey 
of its gloomy apparatus; and was really glad that 
all that part of the affair was transacted so far 
off as Jamaica. The opening of the family vault 
was a circumstance she particularly dreaded: that 
was a place she did not like to think of; and 
still less to recollect, that she must herself, one 
day, lie down in that dark chamber. Whenever 
the unwelcome thought was forced upon her, she 
instantly recurred to the soundness of her con- 
stitution, and the vigorous means she used to 
preserve it. Besides which, she avoided perils 
by water and perils by land ; was the first to fore- 
see evil and hide herself; and to flee from conta- 
gion and every form of danger: thus, by a com- 
mon but strange kind of deception, feeling as 
though to delay death were to escape it. 

She thought it prudent, however, to make some 
provision for the distant day; and was, accord- 
ingly, constant at church, and charitable to the 
poor: by which means she concluded all would 
be safe, whenever she should be under the abso- 
lute necessity of going to heaven. 

Mr. Palmer was a gentleman of ordinary ca- 
pacity: but he could hunt, and shoot, and joke» 
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and swear; and contrived to do very well without 
thinking: for with these accomplishments, a good 
table, and well stocked cellar, he wanted neither 
for friends nor reputation. 

It suited the taste both of Mr. and Mrs. Pal- 
mer to live expensively; whether it suited their 
income as well, they did not often inquire: for 
they avoided every thing that was disagreeable: 
and to them it was disagreeable to think about 
debts and prudence. 

A short time after Elizabeth had begun to es- 
trange herself from Stokely, Mrs. Leddenhurst 
received a parcel of books from her, which they 
had lent her; with a note thanking her for the 
loan of them, but declining the offer of others 
that had been proposed ; adding, that ' studies of 
this nature were too apt to encroach upon pur- 
suits of higher importance.' 

' This is very true indeed,' said Mrs. Ledden- 
hurst, when she had read the note; ' and I wish 
Elizabeth may now find herself more disposed to 
engage in pursuits of higher importance: but I 
am afraid she is making a mistake; at least I 
should question whether she will really employ 
the time she would have spent in reading these 
books to more advantage. I have known some 
good people,' continued she, ' who would scru- 
ple taking up a volume of elegant literature, or 
of philosophy or science, alleging, that they had 
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not the time to spare from better reading; whom 
consciences would yet allow them to spend months 
in working a cap or a handkerchief; and who 
were in the habit of emplojdng themselves in 
such domestic affairs as, in their circumstances, 
could be as well done by their servants.' 

' Elizabeth has learned this from some of her 
new friends,' said Mr. Leddenhurst: * it is no 
uncommon thing for persons of low education 
and contracted views to entertain this kind df 
jealousy against general information. 'Indeed, 
most things which their own circumstances will 
not permit them to enjoy; whatever they have 
not knowledge to understand, or taste to appre- 
ciate, they are apt to consider as inconsbtent 
with real piety. 

* Many very good people are subject to thw 
prejudice, and are apt to consider as dangeroos 
symptoms of conformity to the world, pursuits 
and refinements, which a little more knowledge, 
and a little more liberality, would convince them, 
are, in their way and in their place, aids and or- 
naments to Christianity.* 

* The opposite extreme is, however, so much 
the most general and the most abused,' said MisB 
Weston, * and this is so much the safest of the 
two, that one had need be cautious in censuring 
it. Where one person abstains from general 
reading for conscience, or rather for prejudice 
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sake, how many are there who read bad books 
without any regard to conscience, and who are 
prejudiced against good ones!' 

The Leddenhursts were sorry that Elizabeth 
had withdrawn herself so much from their soci- 
ety; especially as they did not feel perfectly sat- 
isfied with the present style of her professions. 
They did not, however, venture to form so decid- 
ed a judgment concerning her as was declared 
of £mily by some of the good people at Miss 
Pryke's. 

Emily had no ambition to gain their favor; 
indeed she paid too little regard to public opin- 
ion: and her dread and abhorrence of unfeli pro- 
fessions led her to avoid those very appearances 
and expressions which might have induced them 
to form a more favorable judgment of her piety. 
They shook their heads at her youthful sprightli- 
ness; while Elizabeth was pronounced 'a gra« 
cious and growing character.' 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

One spring evening, Elizabeth had taken her 
accustomed seat by the side of Miss Prjke's 
counter. While they were talking, she some- 
times put aside the shawls and ribands that blind- 
ed the window with the end of her parasol, to 
see what was passing without. But there was 
nothing to be seen except some children at play 
in the middle of the square — and Mr. IVeston 
standing in his usual position at his shop door— - 
and old Mr. and Mrs. Parsonson returning from 
their evening walk — and the setting sun shiniog 
on the old market-cross, just as it did a hundred 
years ago. 

It was seldom that any thing happened to ^b* 
turb the tranquillity of this remote place: except 
that a show, or a conjuror, or a company of stroll- 
ing players, sometimes stopped to amuse the 
inhabitants tor a night or two, in their way to the 
county town. But suddenly their conversation 
was interrupted by the sound of distant music. 
Elizabeth started from her seat, exclaiming: 

*Hark, Miss Pryke! what can that be? the 
bass-drum, I declare!' 

For now it came nearer and louder; and pres- 
ently a full band, in gay green and white, play- 
ing a lively march, followed by the regiment, and 
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all the boys .and girls of Broadisdiam, crowded 
into the market-place. 

'How partial I am to military music!' said 
fUizabeth, as she stood nodding to the tune; 
while rank after rank passed the shop door. 

This was a lively evening for Broadisham: it 
was all bustle and animation: maids and mistres- 
ses, masters and men, appeared at their doors 
and windows. Trains of soldiers, stooping their 
tall caps, were seen entering the lowly doors of 
the Angel, the Kjng's Arms, and the Red Lion; 
while a party of officers assembled before the 
gate of the new Hotel. 



The teachers of the Sunday school had been 
employed for some time past in making a set of 
frocks and tippets for the children, and as soon 
as it was completed, an evening was appointed 
for them to meet in the school-room to receive 
them. This evening being arrived, and the par* 
ties assembled, they were about to proceed to 
business, when Emily proposed waiting a little 
while for Elizabeth, who was not come; but at 
last they were obliged to go on without her. 

It was a pleasant task to take off the patched, 
worn, and torn, and fit on these new comfortable 
dresses. The whole school soon appeared in a 
neat livery: and while the children in stiff atti- 
tudes kept surveying themselves and each other, 
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and looking almost as much ashamed as thej 
were pleased, the ladies, not less pleased, stood 
beholding the happy crowd. Emily enjoyed it 
exceedingly, as with great animation she stood 
rolling up the old tattered garments, and admir- 
ing the new. 

It was nearly dark before the children were 
dismissed; and just as the ladies were coming 
down, stairs, they observed a light dressy figurei 
making her way I'ather impatiently through the 
crowd of children that was issuing from the 
school-room door. Till the moment she passed, 
when the light from a chemist's shop shone full 
upon her, they did not discover that it was Eliz- 
abeth. Emily spoke to her, but she was looking 
another way, and appeared not to observe any 
of the party, who stood gazing at her as she 
passed swiflly on. 

* She is going to this officers' ball,' said Mrs. 
Leddenhurst; * there is her mother, I see, just 
before.' 

. * I am surprised at that !' said Emily. 
'And I am concerned,' said Miss Weston. 

* I am concerned, but not much surprised,' 
said Mrs. Leddenhurst. 

* But I have heard her say so much against 
those amusements lately,' added Emily. 

* I should have been more surprised if she had 
said less,' said Mrs. Leddenhurst; * but we will 
not condemn her, perhaps she is going against 
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hef inclinations. I only fear that if she onoe 
begin to break through the restraints she has 
lately imposed upon herself, she will return to 
these things with increased avidity.' 

As they passed the assembly-room they saw 
the chandeliers were lit up; the dancing had 
commenced; and they could distinctly hear this 
sound of the inspiring viol. Emily had trod 
many a measure there, and she could scarcely 
forbear stepping to the well-known air. She was 
really fond of dancing; but the company, the 
dissipation, were never very agreeable to her. 
She had declined attending this ball without re- 
gret. Mr. and Mrs. Leddenhurst had explained 
to her their reasons for abstaining from these 
diversions in a way that convinced her of their 
propriety. Without shaking their heads, and 
speaking of dancing as containing in itself some 
mysterious evil which could not be explained, 
they simply stated the difficulty, if not impos- 
sibility, of preserving that temper of mind in such 
assemblies which a Christian should always main- 
tain; that they were universally allowed to indis- 
pose the mind to serious reflection and serious 
engagements; and to expose young and old to 
many temptations. 

The offence it would inevitably give to many 
pious people, whose prejudices even we are ex- 
pressly enjoined to consult, was mentioned as 
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mnother reason, and a sufficient one, for abstain- 
ing, independent of all other considerations. 

* And if resigning such paltry pleasures as 
these,* said Mr. Leddenhurst, ' be considered too 
great a sacrifice to be made for Christ's sake, 
what are we to understand by forsaking aU U 
follow him? But even,' said he, 'if I could at- 
tend these places without any injury to my own 
mind, or any offence to the minds of others, I 
really should not feel disposed to go dancing 
through a world so full of sin and misery as this 
is.' 

Emily, however, needed not many arguments 
on this subject. When she began to feel reli- 
gion, and to think of eternity, she did not waot 
to dance, nor to mix much with people whose 
thoughts are all about this world; yet she had 
never before been so uniformly cheerful as now. 
She returned to Stokely with her friends, and 
spent the remainder of the evening so pleasantly 
with them, that she quite forgot the assembly*- 
room. 

How it happened that Elizabeth was at the 
officers' ball, must now be explained. 

One of these officers was an old acquaintance 
of her father's; and he, with all the others, were 
invited to dine at his house. 

Elizabeth had not quite finished dressing her- 
self for this occasion, when she was called down 
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stairs to Miss Pryke, who waited to speak with 
her in the hall. 

' I did not hear till just now,' said she, glanc- 
ing as she spoke at the various parts of Eliza- 
beth's dress, ' I did not hear till this minute, that 
all these people were coming to dinner here to- 
day; and as I was convinced you would not wish 
to be in the way of it, I came to request the 
pleasure of your company to spend the day at 
our^s, and I hope — ' 

* Thank you,' said Elizabeth, ' you're extremeJy 
good, I 'm sure, and I should enjoy it exceed-^ 
ingly, for, you know, it is excessively distressing 
to me; but, indeed, I'm afraid I could not get off 
any how, for, you see, my mother would be so 
much displeased. So thank you, good morning,* 
said she, withdrawing rather abruptly, and leav- 
ing Miss Pryke not quite satisfied with the man- 
ner in which her invitation had been declined. 

There are ways of being irresistible without 
flirting: and Elizabeth did- not find it requisite 
on the present occasion to throw off entirely the 
character she had assumed. When she madd 
her appearance, there was a look of childish sim- 
plicity and timidity, with a becoming expression 
of being distressed at the presence of so many 
gentlemen: hastening to take refuge among the 
ladies, she seated herself beside Miss Oliver^ 
who was one of the party, with whom she began 
chatting in an under voice » with playful familiarity^ 
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During dinner the subject of the proposed ball 
was introduced, and Lieutenant Robinson, a 
young officer who sat next Elizabeth, began 
talking about the pleasure of meeting her there. 
.But Elizabeth acknowledged she was not partial 
to these amusements. ' There was too much 
publicity in them/ she said, 'to suit ker taste: 
she was aware she exposed herself to the impu- 
tation of singularity, but, in fact, she preferred 
pleasures of a more private and domestic kind.* 
While the lieutenant was expressing his grief, 
surprise, concern, and astonishment at this dec- 
laration, a lady who sat opposite exclaimed, 

' Oh, we must not expect to see Miss Palmer 
at the assembly-room; she has quite forsaken our 
innocent amusements since she has been such a 
saint.' 

At the word saint all the company laughed; 
laughed rather more than Elizabeth liked, and 
dreading further exposure, she joined in the 
laugh, saying, 

' Oh, pray indeed, you must not call me a saint! 
I only wish I was more of one than I am.' 

* But, Mrs. Palmer, ma'am,' said the lieuten- 
ant, appealing to her mother, ' Miss Palmer 
surely cannot be serious; let me beg of you to 
intercede with her, that we may have the honor 
of her company to-morrow evening.' 

' I shall certainly endeavor to prevail with 
Elizabeth,' said her mother. 
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* There,' said he, ' Mrs. Palmer takes oar part; 
you will not refuse her, I'm convinced?' 

' If my mother wishes it,, certainly not,' replied 
Elizabeth, with a submissive smile. 

Thus she had promised to go to the ball be- 
fore she recollected her pre-engagement at the 
school-room; and she could not break her prom- 
ise; besides which, in the course of this evening 
Lieutenant Robinson had rendered himself so 
agreeable, that all prior considerations rapidly 
gave way. 

When she was alone in her room that night,, 
she began to speculate upon the posture of affairs. 
She thought for a moment of the opinion that 
would be entertained of her by her friends in 
the market-place for going to the ball ; and sho 
thought for two moments of whdt would be thought 
of it at Stokely. But Elizabeth now found her- 
self engaged in business of importance, to which 
trifles must be sacrificed ; and the tide that was 
plunging her back into a world from which her 
heart had never been alienated, was but feebly 
stemmed by principle or conscience. 

Elizabeth had probably been deceiving herself 
as well as others. They who are little accus- 
tomed to self-examination, who look more at ac- 
tions than at motives, may go a great way in 
false professions without deliberate hypocrisy. 
Perhaps she was herself surprised to find how 

8* 
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gtaily lier sorupleB were overcome, mnd her phK 
fessions laid aside. She felt lees dread in doing 
io, than shame at the idea of their being dis- 
covered. Her mind was not indeed at this time 
in a state for making oool cfdoulations. 

Religion, friends, reputation, were hastily 
thrown into one scale and Lieutenant Robin- 
son's gold epaulette into the other — and thus the 
point was decided. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

For more than a fortnight after the night of 
the ball, Elizabeth had not been seen by any of 
her old friends. At length £railj was 'Surprised 
by a call from her; and still more, by her proposH 
ing to accompany her thai eyeninig on a visit to 
Stokely. 

^ It is so long since I have been,' said she, 
* that they must think me quite inattentive; and 
if you would like to go this evening, I shall be 
happy to attend you.' 

£auly readily agreed to this unexpected pro- 
posal: indeed she was very glad of it; especially 
as she remarked a certain thoughtfulness and 
pensiveness in Elizabeth's manner, which made 
her hope she was sorry for what had lately oc- 
curred. 

During their walk Elizabeth was unusually 
silent and absent; and she continued so after 
their arrival, although she had received the 
tame free and cordial welcome as usual. Many 
ineffectual efforts were made to enliven her; and 
at last Mrs. Leddenhurst — who had remarked 
that Elizabeth liked to be asked to play— *pro« 
posed that she should sit down to the instrument. 
'.What shall I play?' said she, turning over 
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the leaves of the music-book. ' The Soldierls^ 
Adieu — that 's a sweet thing! shall I try it?' 

* If you please/ said Mrs. Leddenhurst. 
Elizabeth played and began to sing ; but stop- 
ped presently, as though unable to proceed. 

'Why don't you sing?' said Emily. * Do 
singl' 

* I cannot sing very well this evening/ said* 
she, lookiidg distressed ; and added aside to Em- 
ily, * You mttst not ask me to sing those words.* 

After attempting a few more notes, she stop- 
ped again, and leaning back upon I^mly, begged 
for air and water. 

The window was thrown open, and Mr. Led- 
denhurst led her to the sofa; where, after a few 
hysterical sighs,, she found herself a little better. 

* Emily, my love, lend me your arm,' said she, 
rising; ' I shall soon recover in the air; it *8 
nothing but the heat of the room.' 

So Emily led her friend to an arbor in the 
garden; where, as soon as they were seated, 
Elizabeth leaned her head upon Emily^ neck, 
and burst into tears. 

* What is the matter?' said Emily. * Are you 
ill, dear Elizabeth— or has any thing grieved 
you?' 

She continued to weep and sigh, but made no 
answer. 

' I am sure,' resumed Emily, after a short 
silence, ' I do not desire to know any thing you 
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wish to coiieeal; but if I can guess why you are 
so unhappy — ' 

' Oh, then, I have betrayed myself ! ' exclaimed 
Elizabeth, hiding her face. 

' Betrayed yourself ! whi^ do you mean, Elis- 
abeth? I only thought that perhaps you were 
sorry about going to the ball, and giving up the 
Sunday school; and if — ' 

' Oh, my dear!' interrupted Elizabeth, ' you 
do not know, you cannot guess — ^it is quite in^ 
possible that any one should ever discover the 
cause o£ my uneasiness: that must ever remain 
a secret in my own bosom.' 

' Then certainly I shall not inquire,' said Em- 
ily. 'Wai you like to walk?' 

' No, stay a moment; forgive my weakness, 
Emily, and let me talk to you about my sorrow, 
although I cannot reveal the source of it.' 

' As long as you please, but take care, or 1 
shall find it out.' 

'Oh dear! oh dear! oh dear me!' said Eliz- 
abeth. 

* Dear me!' said Emily. 

' Do you think Mr. Leddenhurst observed the 
words of that song?' inquired Elizabeth. 

* I can't tell, indeed,' replied Emily. 

' How silly it was of me to attempt to play it!' 

'Why so?' 

Elizabeth looked down, and sighed. 

' How beautifully the sun is setting!' observed 
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Emily, who found it difficult to maintain her put 
of the conversation. 

At length Elizabeth broke another silence by 
BBjiag, ' Emily, I know I may confide in you; 
will you promise faithfully never to betray me, if 
I tell you all my heart? ' 

* Yes, you may depend upon me,' said Emilj. 

* But how shall I confess my weakness?' re- 
sumed Elizabeth; ' cannot you guess? — Oh, Em- 
ily, if you had ever loved, you would know how to 
feel for me!' 

' Dear! are you in love?' said Emily, simply. 

'Hush! my dear creature!' cried Elizabeth; 
'but what ' continued she, in a low voice, ' what 
but this fatal attachment could have led me to 
act as I have done?' 

' Do you know now,' said Emily, after ninniog 
over in her mind the list of all the beaux and 
bachelors she knew, ' do you know, I am entirely 
at a loss to think who you can be at all attached 
to.' 

* Oh, my dear, that fatal regiment!* cried Eliz- 
abeth. 

'Already!' said Emily. 

* You do not know him, or you would not be 
surprised.' 

' Is it that tall, brave-looking officer that I have 
seen walking with your father?' 

'No, that's Captain Scot; he is not particu- 
larly tall : you 'd not be so much struck at firss^ 
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iight: but indeed he has paid me such attentions! 
hough I know he is only flirting with me', said 
EUizabeth, sighing. 

* Then indeed, Elizabeth, I hope 70U will en- 
ieavoT to overcome it,' said Emily; ' and as it 
is so very recent, I should think with a little ef- 
fort—' 

* A little effort! Oh, Emily, you know nothing 
about it; never, never; it cannot be overcome!' 

* How are you now, Elizabeth?' said Miss 
Weston, who appeared at that instant. 

* Thank you, better,' said Elizabeth, starting. 

* She is a great deal better/ said Emily, blush- 
ing. 

* I feared you would stay too long in the eve- 
ning air,' said Miss Weston; and, supported by 
her two friends, Elizabeth returned to the com- 
pany. 

Elizabeth had long wished for an opportunity 
of being a heroine; for which nothing had been 
wanting^ but a hero ; and this being so unexpect- 
edly supplied, it was no wonder that, mistaking 
ambition of conquest, atid partiality to scarlet 
cloth, for love, she should presently exhibit its 
interesting phenomena. 

She had not, however, beert guilty of any mis- 
representation in saying that Lieutenant Rob- 
inson had 'paid her suck attentions;' for this 
young man had fallen in love With Elizabeth^ and 
a short time after this arbor scene, and afler 
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about a month s acquaintance — during wkkli 
time he spent every morning at her work<-taUe, 
and every evening in her conpany — he made kii 
proposals to her father, which meeting with the 
approbation of the whole £unily, he became ha 
acknowledged lover. 

Elizabeth would have been more gratified at 
making a conquest of a man of sense; and she 
would have preferred altogether having a sensibia 
man for her husband: however, she had made a 
conquest, and she was going to be Mrt, Robinaon. 

Sometimes, indeed, she felt a little dissatisfied 
during the morning tete-a-tete with the strain of 
her lover's conversation: for it was surprising 
what silly things he would say rather than not 
say any thing : but then Elizabeth thought it was 
because he was in love; and any such unfavora* 
ble impression generally wore off during evening 
parade, when the lieutenant was manoeuvring at 
the head of his company; and always while the 
band was playing she was sure she was in love 
with him. % 

Afler evenmg parade the band was ordered to 
play for an hour in the market-place, for the 
amusement of the ladies, who were assembled oo 
these occasions, and promenaded up and down 
the square. 

It was then that Elizabeth enjoyed the idd 
of her conquest. While she appeared laughing 
and talking with her lover among her less fbrtu- 
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nate acquaintance, who were walking about in 
unattended rows, lier purpose was served as well^ 
or better, by a blockhead than a genius. 

Sometimes she would stop awhile to chat whh 
them, and her nods and bows were dealt about 
lanshly, and. with unwonted cordialitj, to every 
body. 

'Who are all these?' said Lieutenant Robin*- 
son, one of these evenings, as a new party enter- 
ed the square. 

'Gracious me! all the Leddenhursts,' said 
Elisabeth, who would rather have avoided the 
interview. 

'And who is that pretty figure in the cottage 
bonnet?' said he, as they came nearer. 

^ It 's only Emily Grey,' answered Elizabeth. 

* How d'ye do, how d'ye do, Emily, nay love, 
how are you?' said she, addressing her friends 
as they advanced. 

She now introduced Lieutenant Robinson, and 
would have passed on, but they all seemed di»- 
pose^ to stay and chat, and Mr. Leddenhurst 
entered into conversation with her lover. 

Never had he appeared to ao much disadvan 
tage to Elizabeth as at this moment, now that 
she saw him, not for herself, buV for them; saw 
him, too, by the side of Mr. Leddenhurst. 

Her hand had fallen from his arm as they ap- 
proached, and she now began talking as fast as 
possible to Mrs. Leddenhurst, Miss Weston, and 
VOL. rv. 9 
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Eimlj, to divert their attention from the conrer- 
sation that was passing between the gentlemen. 

Emily, who had raised her expectations rather 
onreasonably high, of a being whom it was pos- 
sible to love in three weeks, was nearlj guihj 
of the rudeness of starting when she first beheld 
the mean figure, and fiercely vacant countenance, 
of her friend's admirer. 

' Is it possible!' said she to herself, and she look- 
ed about to avoid meeting the eye of Elizabeth. 

In the meantime the lieutenant continued run- 
ning on in his usual style of sprightly duiness to 
Mr. Licddenhurst, who stood looking down upon 
him with an eye of keen but candid observation. 

'What a monstrous curious old cross you've 
got here!' said he, staring up, and tapping it with 
his cane. 

'Well, good night!' said Elizabeth; 'it 's cold 
standing in the wind;' and she walked off with 
her lover, feeling more uncomfortable than ladies 
always do when they walk off with their lovers. 

When they reached home, Elizabeth threw 
herself on the sofa, saying, 

' Don't talk to me ; I am tired this evening, Mr. 
Robinson.' 

Thus repulsed, he walked backwards and for- 
wards in the room for some time, half whistling; 
till, stopping on a sudden, he exclaimed, 

' That Emily, what d'ye call her, is a confound- 
ed pretty girl!'^ 
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' Do you think so?' said Elizabeth, rousing up: 
'Well, she does look rather pretty in her bonnet.' 

Here the lieutenant resumed his walk and his 
whistle; but the remark had a fortunate effect 
upon Elizabeth. The momentary jealousy made 
hira appear surprisingly more agreeable, and 
worth securing: and while she sat watching him 
as he paced up and down in the dusk, she said to 
herself, *He whistles uncommonly well!' 

Very soon after Lieutenant Robinson's pro- 
posals were accepted, the regiment, which was 
quartered at Broadisham, received orders to re- 
move to a distant county. It was expected they 
would march in six weeks ; and as both he and 
Mr. Palmer were anxious to conclude the affair 
as soon as possible, it was agreed that the mar- 
riage should take place accordingly. 

Elizabeth^ therefore, suddenly plunged in the 
agreeable confusion of preparation, had little 
leisure to study the character and qualifications 
of her intended husband. He was but one of a 
great variety of important concerns that now dis- 
tracted her attention. Crapes and sarcenets, laces 
and jewels, trunks and riding-dresses, her silver 
tea-pot, her satin work-bag, and her scarlet beau, 
were objects of alternate and equal interest. 
Wholly intent upon the Sclat of her bridal, she. 
had as little inclination as opportunity to look 
forward to the months and years when she would 
be a wife, but no longer a bride « 
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CHAPTER X. 

About this time, Eleanor Jones, the invalid 
mentioned early in this history, having lingered 
through a painful winter, died peacefully. 

Miss Weston and Emily had visited her fre- 
quently during her illness, and they were present 
at the last scene. 

Death, as personified and decorated by poelry, 
Emily had frequently contemplated; but she was 
unacquainted with the realities of a djring bed. 

The moment they entered her room, they per- 
ceived the altered expression of her countenance; 
and although Emily had never seen it before, she 
saw it was death in her face. She felt the shock, 
but would not turn away; ' for if I cannot bear to 
see it, how shall I endure it?' thought she. 

Soon after they entered she was seized with a 
convulsive spasm, which lasted several minutes. 

* Oh, see!' said Emily, * cannot we help her? 
Is there nothing that would give her any re- 
lief?' 

'Nothing, my dear,' said Miss Weston softly; 
* it will soon be over. ' 

'Dear, dear creature!' cried her distressed 
mother: ' please God to release her! for I cannot 
bear this!' 

When the spasm was over» her feature^^b^cain^ 
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composed, and she looked round upon them with 
an expression of joyful serenity. 

' These are only the struggles of nature/ said 
Miss Weston; ' '' the sting of death is sin;" she 
does not feel that.' 

At this i^he smiled, and her lips moved, hut 
they could not distinguish what was said. 

She then lay for sometime quite tranquil: they 
watched her in silence — and at length perceived 
^hat she had ceased to breathe. 

Miss Weston led the mother down stairs; while 
Emily remained fixed to the spot, gazing on the 
placid corpse. 

She looked round on the low, tattered chamber, 
and thought she should never again wish for the 
vanities of so short a life. 

' This is how they must all end, ' she thought ; 
' and death would look just the same if this poor 
bed were a state canopy.' 

It seemed but a moment, not worth caring for, 
before she herself must lie down by her side. 

Her contemplations were soon interrupted by 
the entrance of Miss Weston. 

* Come, Emily, my love,* said she, * we can do 
nothing more here, but we may still comfort her 
poor mother.' 

' I should like to stay longer,' said Emily; ' I 
never saw death before ; how strange, and awful, 
and beautiful it is!' 

^ You have staid long enough now,' said her 
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friend, and she led her out of tke ohamber; 
as soon as they saw that the mounuag mcytiitt 
had said and wept her utmost, thej toek leaTe, 
with many assurances of continued firtfsadiAip. 

When they opened the cottage door> thej fooid 
it was noon-day, and bright aundune. 

Emily had not shed a tear before, but thejr 
overflowed at the sight of the bright fields and 
clear blue aky. 

They walked on silently to the entrance of the 
town. 

' Had not we better go the back way? Yon 
will not go through the town this msnuig, Mtsa 
Weston?' said Emily. 

* Why not, my dear?' 

' I always avoid it when I can,' replied Enilyi 
'and just now especially.' 

' Unfortunately I have an errand in the town,' 
said Miss Weston, * at Mrs. Eve's.' 

• At Mrs. Eve's!' said Enuly. 

They went on; and Emily was obliged to en- 
dure the sight of the shops and. people, looking 
as busy as usual. 

Mrs. Eve's windows were set out with spring 
foahions; and when they went in, they fooBdi 
Elizabeth, with her mother, and other ladies, 
making purchases, and examining the new as- 
sartment. 

' I was just wishing for you,' said Elizabeih, 
' to> give me your opinion of these sarcenets: 
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iduch should you. prefer, Emily, this rose color, 
or the pale blue?' 

' They are both extremely pretty,' said Miai 
Weston, ' but the blue, I think, is the most deli- 
cate.' 

' I advise you to go up and see the millinery,' 
said Mrs. Palmer to Miss Weston and Emily; 
' and really you '11 be delighted. Mrs. Eve has 
some uncommonly pretty things come down, I 
assure you.' 

< We have something quite new in flowers, 
ladies,' said one of the young milliners, taking 
down a tempting drawer. ' That 's a sweet thing, 
ma'am!' said she, holding up a quivering spray 
before Emily; who, sickening at the sights made 
her escape as soon as she could to the opposite 
counter; where Elizabeth still stood, wavering 
between the rose color and the blue. 

' Yes, Elizabeth,' she said, * they are very pret- 
ty; but we are just come from Eleanor Jones's; 
and have seen her die.' 

' Die! good gracious, have you? — She is gone 
at last, poor soul! is she?' said Elizabeth.—- 
'Dear me!' added she, perceiving that Emily 
expected her to say something more. 

'I wish you had been with us,' said EmUy; 
' you cannot think what a striking scene it was: 
I think I shall not soon forget it.' 

' It must indeed be very affecting, I i^oald 
think,' said Elizabeth, still glancing at the rival 
tints. 
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* I will walk back with you now, if 70a would 
wish to see her/ continued Emily; ' she is look- 
ing so placid and tranquil: would you like to go?' 

' My dear, you must excuse me,' said Eliza- 
beth; ' my spirits are so weak, I never could en- 
dure to see a corpse.' 

'Why, she is only looking as we ourselves 
shall very soon.' 

' La! my dear Emily! ^ cried Elizabeth; 'but 
really I have not a moment to spare — ^you know 
how-I'm circumstanced: besides,' said she, look- 
ing up and down the street, ' I am expecting 
Frederick every instant t he was to call here for 
us half an hour ago.' 

' Poor Elizabeth!' said Emily, as sooa as they 
had got out of Mrs. Eve's shop, ' how complete- 
ly she is absorbed again in these things; and 
how trifling, how disgusting they are! I hope I 
shall never again waste a thought, or a moment, 
about them!' 

' They are trifling certainly,* said Miss Wes- 
ton: ' but I think they are only disgusting when 
they are made affairs of importance, and suffered 
to engage a disproportionate share of time and 
attention. * There is a time for all things,' you 
know, a little time, even for attending to the tri- 
fles of life. It would not pain me, I confess, to 
see Elizabeth just now busily engaged in these 
aflfairs, if I were sure they were kept in due sub- 
ordination to better things: but there is the dan- 
ger.' 
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' I wish she had been with us to-day/ said 
Emily, ' that she might have felt, as I did, the 
transition from that room to Mrs. Eve's exhi- 
bition.' 

' It is very desirable sometimes,' said Miss 
Weston, * to view the gaieties of life in such 
strong contrast; and we should be careful con- 
stantly to maintain such an impression of these 
realities, as to counteract their undue influence. 
But it is not intended that we should walk through * 
the world only by a sepulchral light; nor that 
we should be always turning aside from its pleas- 
ant fields, to wander among the tombs. Indeed 
the mind may take a melancholy pleasure in be- 
ing familiarized witli such objects, without mak- 
ing real progress in religion. It is far better for 
our thoughts to be habitually fixed on the world 
beyond the grave: that is more likely to stimulate 
us to run the race that is set before us, with pa- 
tience, with vigor, and with cheerfulness; and to 
give us at last the victory over the grave.' 

The first time Emily called upon the widow 
Jones after her daughter's funeral, she found her 
in a great deal of trouble. 

The expenses of a long illness had reduced 
her so low that she was unable to pay her rent, 
which had already run on several quarters. By 
Eleanor's death she had also lost her chief means 
of support ; being herself too feeble to go out to 
work as she used to do. So that, with grievous 
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lamentations, she told Emiljshe must tam out of 
her cottage, and end her days in the parudi po(»- 
house. 

£mily, much concerned at this account, set off 
to consult with her friends at Stokelj. At the 
outskirts of the park there was a little building 
covered with ivy, which had formerly been a 
pleasure-house, but was now disused, and fall- 
ing into decay. It struck Emily, as she passed, 
^that with a little repair it might be made a com- 
fortable asylum for the poor widow. She went 
in full of this scheme; and before she had ex- 
hausted half her arguments, obtained Mr. Led- 
denhurst's free consent. He promised to have 
it put in proper repair, and commissioned Emily 
to superintend the alterations; as she expressed 
much anxiety lest the workmen should tear down 
the ivy, or lop the branches which spread so 
prettily over the thatch. • 

Mrs. Leddenhurst engaged to supply it with 
furniture ; and it was to be ready by Midsummer- 
day: the day on which Mrs. Jones had warning 
to quit her cottage. To increase the pleasure, 
Emily proposed that in the meantime it should 
be kept a profound secret from the widow: but 
Mrs. Leddenhurst suggested, whether, for the 
sake of that momentary surprise, it would be 
right to keep her so long in uneasiness at the 
thought of going to the poor-house. 

< I forgot that,' said Emily; but she looked M 
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much disappointed, that Miss Weston proposed 
to hold out only an indefinite hope, which might 
allay her anxiety, without letting her know the 
actual good fortune that awaited her. 

Emily now went to work with alacrity. There 
was much to be done which she undertook to 
execute herself, besides giving directions to the 
workmen; and she had a great deal of trouble in 
persuading them implicitly to follow her orders. 
They had so little notion of the picturesque, that 
if she had not kept a constant watch over them, 
the place would, in her opinion, have been com- 
pletely spoiled. 

There was a little plot in front, overgrown 
with nettles, which she had cleared, and was 
converting into a flower garden. The children 
were very much pleased with being employed 
under Emily on this occasion. They were per- 
mitted to weed and dig, and to do whatever ser- 
vices she required. To adorn the entrance, she 
contrived to form a rustic porch, with a seat, of 
mossy logs and branches ; and she led over it a 
wild honeysuckle and a white jessamine, which 
had long grown there, and crept over the front 
of the building. 

One day, while Emily was busily employed in 
twining the sprays of her favorite jessamine 
over this porch, she was surprised by her friend 
Elizabeth. 

* My dear Emily, ' said she, * I'm just come to 
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bid you good-by — I am going to be married to- 
morrow.' 

* To-morrow!' said Emily, and her hand fell 
from the bough. 

'Yes, indeed,' replied Elizabeth, 'I did not 
expect it would be quite so soon; but the regi- 
ment is ordered off immediately, and Frederick 
is anxious we should spend a few days at Chelt- 
enham before we join it: and I assure you I am 
quite fagged with packing and preparing. But 
I would not go on any account without seeing 
you,' said she, with a voice and look of apathy 
that went to Emily's heart. 

She sat down in her porch, and burst into 
tears. 

But Elizabeth was too busy, and too happy, to 
weep. Just come from the important bustle of 
preparation, the sight of Emily in her garden 
hat and gloves, so intent upon fitting up a house 
for an old woman, excited that kind of contempt- 
uous pity, with which the simple pleasures of 
simple people are commonly regarded by such 
observers as Elizabeth. 

After standing an awkward minute, wishiiq[ 
Emily had not cried, she added — 

* Well, Emily, my dear, I must not stay.* 

* Stay one moment,' said Emily; ' I was think- 
ing of the old days when we were children, 
and used to play together under the chestoat 
trees.' 
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lection, Aod, withofut 4U1 efibdrt, a teaar caqie into 
her eje. She sat down by her friend; and theji 
embraced a^ecttionately. 

'Dlizabeth, I hope yoa *wiU be happy/ said 
Eaiilf ; ' I hope Mr. Robinson ur^^ 

' Oh» he is indeed/ interrupted 'Eiistabeih; ^ I 
have no doubt I shall: he is the most pk»asaiit» 
generous creature in the world. I wish you h^d, 
seen more of him, Emily; but really, of late, jqm 
know, I have been so particularly occupied. — 
Buif indeed, I muat be gone!' said she rising; 
and they parted with a hasty embrace. 

Emily followed her to the gate, and watched 
her with tearful eyes to the winding of the road, 
as she went briskly on 



. Elizabeth slept soundly in consequence ef tUa 
day's fatigue; and awoke the next morning witib^ 
only a confused idea of what was before her« 
Bat the red beams of the rising ami, shining 
full upon her white hat and feathera, brought 
the strange reality to her reeoUection. She 
started up, but the clock struck four-'-only four! 
So she lay down again; fell into a wakeful doee,, 
and dreamed it waa only a dream. 

At six o'clock, the maid who had nursed her 
from her infancy came to awaken her. She 
looked at her young mistress as she lay asleep, 
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and, brashing a tear from her eyes, she said, 
' Come, Miss Elizabeth, dear, it ^s time to get 
ap, ma'am!* 

At ten o'clock the chaise ^hat was to take 
Elizabeth away stood at her father's door. Soon 
after, she appeared, covered with a splendid 
?eil, and was handed in by the smiling Ueuten- 
ant; when, bowing, and waving her hand to the 
party assembled at the street-door, they drove 
off. 

It was a beautiful morning; the beUs rang 
merrily, and as it passed the end of Ohureh*- 
street, they outnoised the rattling of the chaise. 

Elizabeth, in passing through her native town, 
felt an increased glow of satisfaction, from ob- 
serving her friends and neighbors going about the 
ordinary business of the day. Some were vfosh- 
ir^, and some were brewing. Parties of chUdren, 
with their workbags were sauntering to school—* 
and there were the pale teachers, peeping over the 
tall window-blinds, to see the bride — and there 
sat Miss Oliver with her hair in papers — and the 
row of young women at Mrs. Eve's all together 
raised their heads from their work, at the sound 
of the chaise; while she, a gay and youthful 
bride, was leaving them all to their monotonoos 
emplo3rments: she was married — and she was 
going to Cheltenham. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

-' No, this way,' cried Emily, as she was con- 
ducting the widow Jones to her new dwelling. 

'Dear miss! where are you a fetching of me? 
'twas never worth a while to turn such an old wo- 
man as me out of my house and home,' said she in 
a crying tone, as she went hohhling after Emily. 

•But I tell you,' said Emily, 'you should not 
be thinking of your old cottage now.' Yet, in 
spite of all her remonstrances, the widow Jones 
went groaning and grumbling all the way to 
Stokely. 

Richard, and Caroline, and Lucy, were anx- 
iously waiting their arrival at the garden gate. 

£mily, as she approached, called eagerly to 
them to stand out of the way that they might not 
intercept the view of the dwelling; which, with 
the little white gate and rustic porch peeping 
under the trees, had certainly a veryjretty effect. 

' What do you think of that?' said she, looking 
eagerly at the widow. 

* Deary me!' said she. 

' Do you think it pretty? Then this is where 
you are to live; so do not be fretting any more 
about your old cottage, for you are to live here,* 
repeated Emily. * Is'nt it a pretty little retired 
place for you, now?' 



* I thank you, and his honor, and the ladies, a 
thousand and a thousand times,' said she, casting 
a forlorn glance at the thick shade that environ- 
ed her dwelling. 

* What, don't you like it?' said Emily. 
'Why, dear, I can't mislike U,' said she^ 

* here 's a power of trees, to be sure ! hut 't will be 
more lightsome come winter.' 

' But that is the beauty of it,' said Emily. 
*Come« then, and see if it is not comfortable in- 
side." 

EUnily indeed had spared no pains to make k 
so. The kettle was now boiling onihe fire, and 
the little deal table was set out ready for tea. 
The widow's favorite cat had been dexterously 
conveyed away that morning, and Caroline and 
Lucy had kept her in safe custody all day. Witk 
indefatigable care and coaxing, and after various 
pbstinate attempts to escape, they at last sac* 
ceeded in making her lie down to sleep upon the 
hearth. 

' WoU-a-day, there 's our puss!' exclaimed the 
widow, now looking reaUy pleased. 

This was the only thing that did not look 
strange to her; and novelty, much as it channs 
the young, is itself a grievance to the old. 

Emily now only waited to point out some of 
the principal beauties and conveniences oC the 
aeiy abode. 

'See,' said she, setting open the door, 'I'll 



msrLAY, 1 IS 

tell 76U what you should do these fme summer 
evenings. You must bring your knitting, and 
sit here to work in the porch; you 11 look so 
pretty sitting to knit in the porch ! and be sure, 
added she, 'that you do not tear down the ivy 
that grows over your little window.' 

The widow Jones having promised to do, and 
not to do, all that she thought it reasonable to 
require, Emily only stood a moment at the door, 
surveying, with a picturesque eye, the group 
formed by the old woman, her cat, and the tear 
table; and then took leave^ saying, she would 
*now leave her to enjoy herself.' 

The evening before this, Emily had put the 
finishing stroke to her work; and when it wa» 
done, she thought it looked such a snug little se- 
clusion, that she very much longed to live there 
herself It was a calm summer evening, she 
was alone, and she sat down in the porch to euir 
joy it, just at th& time when the moonlight began 
to prevail over the twilight; and Emily began 
to feel very poetically. 

A scrap of paper that was lefl there rendered 
the temptation irresistible: but she had written 
only a few lines, when Mr. Leddenhurst appear* 
ed at the garden gate« 

' What are you about now, Emily?'' said he. 

Emily put. by her verses, colored, and said^ 
'Nothing, sir;' and then took him in to admire 
her contrivancesu He did admire them, and she 

10* 



tu 

ihoaglit BO more about her venee till ibe g«t 
borne again, and found henelf alone in ber fih 
tber'a parlor. She then read then over, nierelj 
to aee if they were worth fiaighing; and ^e took 
a fresh piece of paper, and was just getting iaie 
the spirit of it again, when she heard her IkUier's 
bnock at the door: and he, with several other 
gentlemen, came bustling in, talking all together, 
and rety earnestlj, about a pari^ dii^ute whiel 
was to be decided the next day at the eoanCj 
assizes. 

' I tell jou, sir, they must lose their oaose,' said 
one of them — 'Miss Grey, how d'ye do, ma'am? 
«*Htnd I '11 give you my reasons, Mr. Grey — ' 

'Take off these things, child,' said her fiitber, 
pushing away Emily's papers rather disrespect^ 
fblly, and laying a pile of law-books on the tabto. 

Emily took them off, and made her escape ta 
fhst as possible to her own room, thinking, as she 
went, how foolish it was of her to write poetry. 
The verses were put by in a folio with several 
similar effusions, of which some were better, and 
some worse. They were mostly in a strain that 
to the uninitiated might appear inconsistent with 
Emily's lively and flourishing appearance; but 
nothing could be more unreasonable than re- 
quiring young writers of poetry to « prove their 
Words;' unless it were, inflicting upon them 
some of the extraordinary things they sometimes 
wish for themselves when they are rhyming. 



The verses £imly beg^n writiDg tbui dVdning 
Qthe widow's porch were m follow*.-^ 

Say, spirit, if thoU wanderest nigfa, 

Of every sylvan dale ; 
What forms, unseen by mortal eye, 

Frequent this leafy vale ? 

Perchance *t was once the flowery court 

Of merry elfin king; 
Where fairy people loved to spotty 

And tread the nightly ring. 

r 

The sun, descending down the sky, 

In floods of misty light. 
Surveys it ^h his golden eye. 

And makes the valley bright 

The moon, who rideth in het pride 
y At solemn midnight hour ; 
And sheds her radiance fiur and wide. 
On turret, dome and tower; 

Here sleeps upon the chequered glade ; 
. Nor finds a softer rest 
On myrde bower, or classic shade, 
Or ocean's silver breast 

And oft would I, alone, resort 

To this seclusion dear ; 
Uncheck'd to breathe the ardent thought, 

Or shed th' unquestion'd tear. 
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Or soodie oar cm to ileqi! 
Tboa aeem'at to smile with tfaaee who amile^ 

And weep with those vlio weep I 

Hie Tcnial tinty the sommer breeze^ 

E'en winter's aspect dieer, 
Thy woods, and yaksi and skieB, and 

like fiiendship aoodie and cheer. 

The aool in thy aerene retreals 
- Communion sweet may find; 
But gay asBRmhHes, crowded abeeii^ 
Are desert to the mind. 

The throng ifHiere giddy moftals pnm. 

Is solitude to me; 
But Nature, in her wiklest dreaB^ 

Refined society. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

Elizabeth had scarcely been married two 
months when she received the news of her fath- 
er's death. He was taken off suddenly by a fit 
of apoplexy; and his affairs were found in so em- 
barrassed a state, that a narrow jointure alone 
secured his widow, and her recent settlement his 
daughter, from absolute want. 

In consequence of this change of fortune, 
Mrs. Palmer immediately retired to a distance 
from Broadisham: and about the same time, Eliza- 
beth despatched the following letter to Mr. Led- 
denhurst. 

Chester, Sept. 23d. 
<My dear Sir, 

' It would be absolutely impossible for me to 
attempt to describe the variety of painful emo- 
tions I experience at this moment, in taking the 
liberty of addressing you. Nothing indeed, but 
a conviction of your extreme goodness, could 
have emboldened me to undertake so awkward a 
task. 

' The poignant affliction occasioned by the loss 
of' my lamented parent needed no aggravation; 
but I am persuaded you cannot be a stranger to 
the very unpleasant embarrassments in which, in 
consequence of his untimely decease, hisaffaira 
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are involved. The result to us, as you may 
readily imagine, has been particularly unfortu- 
nate. The truth is, my dear sir, that Lieutenant 
Robinson, depending on those resources of ^diich 
we have been so fatally disappointed, has con- 
tracted some trifling debts, which it is, in fact, 
out of his power inunediately to discharge. He 
has, you know, considerable expectations, but 
these are of no present avail ; and I am persuaded 
you would be greatly concerned were I to re- 
late the excessively unpleasant circumstances to 
which we have been exposed for some Ume past. 
In consequence of which I have been induced to 
address you; and encouraged by a recollection 
of your former goodness, to request the loan of 
two hundred pounds, if perfectly convenient; and 
which there is not the smallest doubt but we shall 
in a very short time be able to return. 

' You may be surprised that Mr. Robinson 
does not apply to his relations; the fact is, that 
the uncle to whom he has repeatedly written on 
the subject, is a low man, in trade, of very sordid 
and contracted ideas; who absolutely refuses the 
smallest assistance, except on conditions with 
which it is absolutely impossible we should com- 
ply. 

' This determined me to trouble you with the 
present application; indeed there is no individual ^ 
in the whole circle of my friends on whose gene- 
f osity and friendship I could so firmly rely^ AM 
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need I say, under what infinite obligations we 
shall consider ourselves, should you be induced 
to comply with the request ? 

' Lieutenant Robinson begs to join me in kind- 
est regards to yourself and Mrs. Leddenhurst; 
and believe me, my dear sir, with the greatest 
respect, your most obliged friend and servant, 

' Elizabeth Robinson.' 

A tremendous secret wasi discovered to Eliza- 
beth a very short time afler her marriage in a 
letter from this uncle.— ^Lieutenant Robinson had 
been— a linen-draper. 

He was a weak, hot-headed young man; a dis- 
like to business, that is, to employment, and an 
opportunity he once had of trying on a military 
hat, inspired him with an ardent desire for the 
profession of arms. And at the expiration of his 
apprenticeship to his uncle, deaf to the remon- 
strances of his prudent friends, he commenced 
the life of a gentleman. 

In order to escape the ridicule of his brother- 
officers; and to remove, if possible, the suspic- 
ions they evidently entertained of his origin, he 
thought it requisite to plunge into- most of their 
extravagances. In consequence of which— not- 
withstanding occasional supplies from his uncle, 
and the convenient practice of leaving every town 
at which they were stationed in debt — he was 
kept in perpetual embarrassments. 
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alliance wkh Miss Palnttr, ther^iie, ap- 
peared a very eligible measure. He had boei 
confidently assured that her father was a maa tf 
handsiMne property, aod this opinion erery thiag 
be saw at his house and table tended to eonfira. 

Elizabeth thought this discovery at eoce la- 
leased her from all obligation to love, honor, 
or obey her husband. From that time she con- 
ducted herself towards him with coldness and 
haughtiness, which he bore with tolerable pa- 
tience until the intelligence of her father's deatk, 
and the unexpected state of his afiain» gave ium, 
as ho said, * a just right to resent it.' 

Trained in habits of show and ezpenae, and 
wholly unaccustomed to economical ealculatioa, 
£lizabeth had soon made alarming demands up- 
on her husband's limited resources; which, de- 
pending upon her promised but delayed- portion, 
he had not thought it necessary to check. 

The news of Mr. Palmer's insolvency made 
an immediate alteration in this respect. Nor did 
Elizabeth fully comprehend the nature of her 
misfortune, until the first time that, for want both 
of money and credit, she was really obliged to 
deny herself something she wished for. With a 
strange feeling of impatient astonishment, she 
then discovered that she must do without, what 
she had said ' it was absolutely impossible to do 
without. ' A scene of mutual upbraiding between 
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herself and her husband was the consequence of 
this first lesson in economy, or rather in poverty. 
But they reproached each other, not for their 
faults, but their misfortunes-^not for being m^ 
prudent, but for being poor. 

Elizabeth, however, had no sooner despatched 
her letter to Stokely, than she felt relieved of 
her difficulties. She had witnessed so many in- 
stances of Mr. Leddenhurst's generosity, that she 
was confident of receiving the requested supply. 
And she had not yet learned to look beyond the 
narrow extent of two hundred pouhds. 

She was engaged to dine at the colonel's, and 
had just finished dressing for the occasion, when 
her husband brought her the expected letter. 

'This is fortunate indeed,' said she: 'then, 
Mr. Robinson, be so good, while I read it, to step 
over to Levi's, and desire them to send the gold 
clasps; you may say, you know, I shall call and 
settle the account to-morrow morning.' 

They who have ever unfolded a letter, expects 
ing at every turn to behold the fine texture and 
expressive features of a bank-note which was re- 
aUy toanted, and found it was only a Utter, will 
know better what Elizabeth felt on this occasion, 
than others who never met with such a circum- 
stance. Having first turned it about in all di- 
rections, she sat down and read as follows:^* 
voL.rv. 11 
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< Stokdiy, gept. dSth. 
' My dear Mrs. Robinson, 

' I SHOULD be sorry to forfeit the opinioli 700 
are so good as to entertain of my readiness to 
serve my friends by every means in my power; 
and shall be happy should I succeed in convinc- 
ing you, that I am sincerely desirous of doing 
so in the present instance ; although if may not 
be in the way that appears most expedient to 
you. 

' I should have been greatly at a loss to know 
how most effectually to serve you, if I had not 
been favored with an interview with Lieutenant 
Robinson's uncle: of whose character I conceive 
you have formed a mistaken idea. He appears 
to me to be a man of integrity, good sense, and 
benevolence; and highly deserving the esteem 
and confidence of his relations. 

' He has undertaken a journey to Broadishanij 
with the view of explaining to your friends the 
plan he had suggested to his nephew, in hopes 
of obtaining their concurrence, and influence with 
you. 

' Having himself been unsuccessful in fomief 
applications to you and Lieutenant Robinson, he 
has requested me to address you on the subject; 
a task which I undertake the more cheerfully, 
since you have already indulged me with your 
confidence. 

' Mr. Sandford informs me that Lieutenant 



DISPLAY. 12S 

Robinson was not intended for the military pro- 
fession, having been trained to business; but 
entered it very recently, contrary to the advice of 
his friends. His uncle hoped, however, that after 
having experienced some of the inconveniences to 
which he would be exposed fromfuch a change 
of habits and circumstances, he would more 
readily listen to proposals for returning to his for- 
mer pursuits: and had determined, for a time, to 
urge him no further on the subject. It was not 
till he heard of his having formed an alliance, 
and with so young a lady, ill qualified to brook 
the difficulties of her situation, that Mr. Sandford 
became solicitous to prevail with his nephew to 
abandon his new profession immediately. 

' With regard to those expectations you allude 
to, Mr. Sandford requests me, as a friend, my 
dear madam, to assure you that they must prove 
wholly fallacious, unless Mr. Robinson founds 
them on his own diligent exertions. Should he 
be willing to enter into the prudent views of his 
uncle, he may depend upon every support and 
encouragement it is in his power to afford ; other- 
wise he must still submit to those distressing em- 
barrassments, to which the expensive habits so 
commonly contracted in his profession, and the 
limited resources it affords, unite to expose him. 

'Justice to his other relations, Mr. Sandford 
directs me to say, must forbid his continuing to 
answer Mr. Robinson's repeated demands, evea 
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if there were a probability of its proving of aiif 
ultimate advantage to him; but so far from this, 
he considers that it would only be a means of 
encouraging those expensive habits, and, in the 
end, of plunging him in deeper embarrassments. 

' And now, %iy dear Mrs. Robinson, penmt me 
to assure you, that I am solely influenced by a 
tender concern for your real welfare, wheo I 
earnestly recommend you to use every endeavor 
to prevail upon JNIr. Robinson to accede to his 
uncle's proposals. I am not surprised that, at first 
sight, they should appear to you such as it was 
absolutely impossible to comply with; and I read- 
ily admit that nothing less than an heroic effort 
can enable you to submit with a good grace to 
each a change of circumstances. But in making 
that effort you would find a noble satisfactioii; 
and in descending cheerfully, and gracefully, to 
an humbler sphere, more true independence and 
dignity of mind would be exerted, than would 
probably ever be displayed throughout the whdd 
of a gay life. 

' Considering that it might not be agreeable to 
his nephew to engage in business in his own im- 
mediate neighborhood, Mr. Sandford has been 
making inquiries in different directions, and has 
lately met with a very eligible offer from a res* 
pectable tradesman retiring from business. The 
only objection that I know of to the situation is, 
that it is at the village of Hilsbury, not more than 
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fifteen miles distant from Broadisham; but as it 
is much secluded, and remote from any of your 
connexions, perhaps you would not consider that 
a sufficient reason for declining it. The present 
proprietor has realized a considerable property 
in the concern: it being the only one in that line 
in a populous neighborhood ; and I should con- 
ceive a retired situation of this nature would be 
more agreeable to you than the publicity of a 
large town. 

' Should Mr. Robinson be willing to undertake 
this concern, his uncle and I will cheerfully unite 
to advance the capital; and with regard to the 
remittance you mention, it will be forwarded to 
Chester by the same day's post that informs u» 
of his having agreed to this proposal. 

* In case of your concurrence, Mr. Sandford 
proposes to enter immediately upon the business 
at Hilsbury, in his nephew's name; where he 
would see every thing properly prepared for your 
reception, and await your arrival. 

' After all, my dear friend, I am aware that no 
terms can be employed in this affair that will not 
be harsh and offensive to you ; nor will i attempt 
to represent what might be called the pleasant 
side of it: for perhaps you have not 3ret had su€i- 
cient experience of the inconveniences of an un- 
settled life, nor of the miseries of showy poverty ^ 
to estimate the value of a peaceful home and a 
moderate competence. 

11* 
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* I Vould rather remind you that we are nenr 
00 safe, nor so truly well off, as when foUowii^ 
the obvious directijons of providence. Our af* 
fairs are all ordered by Him, who is acquainted 
not only with our outward circumstances, but 
most intimate with our hearts; and who knowi 
by what means they will be most effectually sab* 
dtted, and made willing to accept of real happi- 
ness. And be assured, my dear friend, that b^ 
whatever circumstances we are taught the nature 
and value of real religion, and led cordially to 
embrace it, then^ and not till then, we shall find 
happiness. 

' Believe me your very sincere friend, 

'C. L. Lbddbnhurst.' 

When Lieutenant Robinson returned from his 
commission to the jeweller's, he found his lady in 
strong hysterics in her room. 

' Mercy upon us! what 's the matter?' ezclaiuh 
ed he, stopping in dismay at the door. 

' Elizabeth! Betsy! why dont you speak, child! 
what 's the matter, I say ?' continued he, advane* 
ing towards her. 

But Elizabeth took no notice, except motion* 
ing with her hand for him to stand further off. 
Presently a servant came in, sa3ring, 

' If you please, ma'am, here 's Mr. Levi, witk 
the gold clasps for you to choose ; and here 'a the 
bill he bid me to bring up to you.' 
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* I can't look at them now; tell hiitn to call an* 
other time/ said Elizabeth. ' There, Mr. Robin 
son, read that!' said she, pointing to the letteti 
and again falling back in her chair. 

When he had read it, he walked up and down 
thoughtfully for some time; at length, going to- 
wards his wife, he said, timidly, 

* I '11 tell you what, my dear, it does not signify 
objecting and objecting, we must, I know we 
must — ' 

'Must what?' said Elizabeth. 

'Must do what Mr. Leddenhurst says, my 
dear.' 

' Do exactly as you think proper,' cried Eliz- 
abeth; 'I am not in the least surprised, Mr. 
Robinson, that you are so willing to acquiesce 
in it; but I never will — do you suppose I ever 
would submit to be the wife of a tradesman?' 

' I '11 tell you what, Betsy!' said her husband, 
flying into a passion, ' I can't, nor I won't sub- 
mit to this any longer! you did'nt bring me a 
penny, nor a halfpenny, nor a sixpence; and vdiat 
business have you, I should be glad to know, to 
talk in this unbecoming manner to me?' 

' O heavens!', cried Elizabeth, 'what a barba- 
rian! let me escape!' and rising hastily, she flew 
down stairs, and throwing herself tragically into 
the chair, which had been long waiting for her 
at the door, ordered to be taken to Colonel Har- 
rison's. 
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While she was going there, Elizabeth, not- 
withstanding her complicated misfortunes, was ftr 
from feeling really unhappy. She rememb^ed 
a great manj heroines who had been in debt 
and had bad husbands. Young, lovely, distress- 
ed, she was flying for protection from his cmeltj. 
Besides, she bad fully determined to open her 
whole heart to her friend 3Irs. Harrison; and 
■he was quite certain, that by some means or 
other, she should be rescued from the threatened 
degradation. 

Elizabeth made her enirie at the Colond's 
with an air of interesting distress. There was 
nobody then present but the lady of the house, 
and the major of the regiment, with whom she 
was particularly intimate. 

'My dear creature, how shockingly ill you 
look !' exclaimed Mrs. Harrison. 

'Indeed I am not very well,' said she; and 
throwing herself upon the sofa, she burst into an 
agony of tears. 

While Mrs. Harrison was repeating her in- 
quiries and condolence, the graceful major seat- 
ed himself beside her, saying, tenderly, 

' My dear Mrs. Robinson, what has happened 
to distress you ? only tell me if there is any poa- 
iible way in which I can serve you?' 

Elizabeth could only reply by smiling on him 
gratefully through her tears, for other companj 
entered at that moment: but she whispered Mrs. 
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Harrison, that she would tell her all as soon as 
they were aione. 

After dinner the ladies walked in the garden; 
when Elizabeth contrived to take her friend aside 
for a few minutes. She found it, however, an 
awkward task, notwithstanding the vague and 
general terms she employed, to disclose those 
parts of her story which related to her husband's 
connexions. 

' But, my dear child, what an unlucky thing 
you should ever have liked him!' said Mrs. Har- 
rison. ' Upon my word, my dear, I feel quite 
distressed for you.' 

' Only tell me what steps I ought to take,' said 
Elizabeth; ' I rely entirely on your friendship.' 

' Indeed, my dear, I should be excessively hap- 
py to advise you, and serve you, I'm sure, in 
any way that lies in my power, in this unpleasant 
affair; but really it 's an awkward thing to inter- 
fere between man and wife: indeed I am not so 
much surprised that Lieutenant Robinson should 
consider it altogether most prudent to take the 
advice of his relations.' 

'But what then will become of me?' cried 
Elizabeth, weeping passionately. 

' Come, come, my dear Mrs. Robinson, let me 
beg of you not to discompose yourself thus,' said 
Mrs. Harrison. ' To be sure,' continued she, 
sighing. ' We know it is our duty at all times 
to submit to what the Almighty is pleased to ap* 
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point for us. But really I must insist upon it, 
that you do not distress yourself in this manner; 
I can't endure to see you so unhappy. Here are 
all our friends! — ^for heaven's sake, my dear, dry 
your tears: shall I send you a glass of anything ?* 

' Nothing, thank you,' said Elizabeth, who 
felt, at this forlorn moment, the difibrence be- 
tween a friend and an acquaintance. The others 
now joined them; and as her eye wandered from 
one smiling, selfish face to another— ^aces from 
which the unhappy had nothing to hope^^-^be in- 
voluntarily thought of Emily, and Stokely. The 
major, however, was a friend nearer at hand; 
but she saw no more of him during the evemng. 
When she returned at ten o'clock to her comfort- 
less lodgings, she was surprised to find him in 
earnest conversation with her husband. 

The major, who was very good-natured, had 
frequently accommodated Lieutenant Robinson 
with small sums of money; which by this time 
had amounted to a debt that he was anxious to 
have discharged. He had been rather pressing 
on this subject of late; so that the lieutenant 
came to the resolution of disclosing to him the 
whole state of his affairs, and asking his advice 
on the present emergency. No sooner did the 
major understand that by resigning his commis- 
sion he would be able to pay his debts, than he 
warmly urged him to comply: and it was not so 
difficult a matter to persuade him as it would 
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once have been. He began to be weary of his 
present mode of life, of which the novelty had 
{dready worn off; and of the misery of being 
always in debt, and always short of money. His 
objections to business were less insurmountable 
than those of his lady; it was not pride, but idle- 
ness: and he now considered what a difference 
there would be between master and man. 

' But then there 's my wife,' said he to the ma- 
jor. • If you had but seen the piece of work we 
had this morning! Let me beg of you, my dear 
sir, to try what you can do with her; she will not 
listen to me, that 's for certain.' 

This task the major undertook; and when 
Elizabeth entered, he addressed her with an air 
of friendly interest, saying — 

' Mrs. Robinson, we have just been talking 
over this awkward business of yours; and I do 
assure you very seriously^ as I 've been telling 
Robinson, I do not see any other plan in the 
world that as a man of honor he could adopt. 
In fact, if I were in his place, I should not hesi- 
tate a single instant about the business. Indeed, 
for my own part, I should not feel any particu- 
lar reluctance to — to — engaging in mercan* 
tile concerns — upon my life I should n't. If he 
were a single man,' continued the major^ observ- 
ing the gathering gloom in Elizabeth's counte- 
naiice, * it would be wholly a different affair; but 
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when a man is reeponsible for the honor and hap- 
piness of a young and lovely woman — * 

'Oh, do not talk of my happiness/ cried Eliza- 
beth, glancing expressively at her husband; ' that 
k sacrificed for ever!* 

' Heaven forbid!' said the major, looking at 
his watch. 

' So the major's been advising of roe to lose no 
time about the business: and he thought I had 
better write to my uncle and Mr. Leddenhnrst 
by return of post: and so you see, my dear, it's 
all settled,' said Lieutenant Robinson, anjdons 
to make the whole confession before his friend 
was gone. 

' And I am extremely glad that every thing is 
so happily adjusted,' said he rising; and unwil- 
ling to wait the issue either of fainting-fits or 
remonstrances, he took leave. 

As the door closed upon the gay, agreeable 
Major, Elizabeth felt herself abandoned to 
wretchedness. She had no inclination to go 
into hysterics, nor to remonstrate with her hus- 
band; but sat silent and motionless, watching 
him, while he was sealing and directing the let- 
ters for Stokely : — and now she felt really un- 
happy. 

The loss of rank is a misfortune: and Eliza- 
beth felt its utmost poignancy. She had always 
indulged that senseless contempt for trade, and 
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trades-people, which is prevalent among the vul- 
gar of her class : and she had not had opportuni- 
ties of knowing, that many of the truly noble, the 
excellent of the earth — ^that many persons of su- ^. . .« 
perior ,uiuler8taiidings, even of real tastei, . and ra^ \n* - . , 
speqtable information-^— are to be found 8tandingi<f;jW . ' 
behind a country counter. / * '^f^:'* 

Having, however, no means of redress, Elis- 
abeth suffered the necessary arrangements for 
their departure to take place . undisturbed. ■ Du* 
ring the few weeks they still remained at Chsft- • 
ter, she never allowed herself to take any distinct 
view of the future: only indulging a kind of 
vague hope, that any thing so insupportable as 
the condition which threatened her, she should 
never be actually permitted to endure. And 
since nothing was now to be hoped from friends, 
relations, or acquaintance, she began to think 
that chance, or fate, or Providence, or some- 
thing, would certainly interfere to prevent it. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

NoTWiTHSTANDiNO these hopes, the day acto- 
fally arrived on which £lizabeth and her husband 
took leave of Chester, and set off for their new 
home. 

For, in this interval, no distant relation had 
died and left them a fortune; not a single individ- 
ual in all the city of Chester had offered to lend 
them a thousand pounds ; no banker, brewer, nor 
merchant, wanted a partner; no fashionable dow- 
ager . a companion. In short, neither luck nor 
accident prevented their driving safely into the 
village of Hilsbury on the very day they were 
expected. 

ROBINSON, in gold letters, over the door of 
a smart country shop, pointed out to Elizabeth 
her future residence. 

' Is there no private door?' said she to her new 
uncle, as he handed her from the chaise. 

* We have no other door; please to follow me, 
ma'am, and I '11 show you the way,' said he, con- 
ducting her through the shop, into a light, pleas- 
ant parlour. It was in reality far pleasanter than 
the dark and shabby apartment which Elizabeth 
used to call her drawing room, in their lodgings 
at Chester. 
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* Welcome to Hilsbuiy, ma'am!' said the un- 
cle, courteously. 

Elizabeth bowed; and returned laconic an- 
swers to his repeated good-natured attempts to 
draw her into conversation. 

But Mr. Robinson, who felt more at ease, and 
more in his element than he had done for two 
years past, was in high good humor, and very 
talkative. 

' Bless my heart, uncle, what a nice snug little 
place you've got for us here!' said he, rubbing his 
hands, and looking round the room. 

There were some neat flower-stands, set out 
with autumn flowers; and a very pretty painted 
work-table; and various little decorations; at 
which, however, Elizabeth was rather surprised 
than pleased, when she observed them. 

Every part of the house wore che same ap- 
pearance of neatness and comfort; and seemed 
adjusted by a correct taste, careful to prevent an 
awkward contrast between the shop and the 
dwelling. It was something more than neat, and 
yet less than elegant. 

Elizabeth, as she was conducted over it, could 
not help wondering that the old man should have so 
good a notion of doing things. For he had been 
strictly forbidden to inform her, to whose taste 
and activity the credit really belonged. She was 
indebted to Mr. Sand ford for the desire of having 
every thing comfortable for her reception, and 
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te the wiUingaeiis lo psy for it; .but «i -crasher 
friend Emily who had done the rest. 
• Smily, having heard Mr. Sandford iexpresaing 
%)wi8h that things might be made a^ agieeable 
as possible to the young lady, and.lamenting-'his 
dwn ignorance of these afiairs, earnestly request- 
ed permission to attend him to E[ilsbury, to assist 
in making the requisite preparations: which was 
agreed to, upon Miss Weston's offering to ac- 
oompany her. And during the time thjRi Eliza- 
beth was waiting at Chester, thinkii^ herself 
abandoned by all the world, her tw^ friends were 
busily employed in planning and eirociitiBg those 
little contrivances to make her comfortable, which 
woidd not occur to the genius o€ an uphi^terer. 
. 'It was^ not till the morning of the very day on 
which Elisabeth was expected, that* aU was in 
complete readiness. Mr. Leddei^urst's carriage 
stood at the door to take them home* Miss rWes- 
ton was quite ready to go: but Emily still linger- 
ed, to see if every thing was in exact orders She 
replaced the flowers — ^then returned to adjust the 
folds of the window curtains-^-and stood at the 
parlor door, to see how it would strike Elizabeth 
when she first entered. She next returned to 
that which was intended to be Elizabeth's room, 
which was fortunate ; for the wind had blown op 
one corner of the white napkin on the dressing- 
table. Emily laid it smooth — set the lookingrglass 
iuv! precisely the proper angle-*-once iBbore-piU;-> 
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ted the yolumes on the book-shelves quite even 
— and afler a moment's thought, took down the 
handsome new Bible which had been provided, 
and laid it on the dressing-table. She then went 
down stairs, and having repeated sundry injunc- 
tions to Mr. Sandford, sprang nimblj into the 
carriage and drove off. 

When Elizabeth arose the next morning, re- 
freshed from the fatigue of her journey; and 
opened her pleasant window, which looked across 
the village street upon a fine hilly country; her 
spirits experienced a momentary revival — a traib- 
sient glow of comfort, such as will occasionally 
beam out upon the deepest gloom. But it was 
transient: the sight of Mr. Edwards the shop<- 
man, in the street below, taking down the shutters, 
recalled her to a sense of her unhappiness. 

Comfort sounds a dull word to those who are 
accustomed to live upon enjoyment: to Elizabeth 
it had few charms. In surveying her new situ- 
ation, she was rather provoked than pleased, to 
find there was any thing to render her discontent 
less reasonable. She had neither philosophy 
enough to be pleased, nor good-nature enough to 
appear so. Indeed it is nothing less than Chris- 
tian humility, that can make persons willing to 
be happy in any way that is not of their own 
choosing. 

Old Mr^ Sandford 's was the only pleasant face 
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that was brought down to breakfast this momi^ 
for poor Frederick Robinson found that the two 
idle years be had spent in his Majesty's i sendee 
had not had the smallest tendMMsy to lessen ihis 
dislike to- osefol employment. . He sighed :hiean* 
ly, when, as soon as breakfast was over, his an- 
cle with the promptness of an industrious^maii, 
Invried him away to* the couiiting4iouse: while 
CUizabeth, who scrupulously avoided engaging 
in any thing that would seem like acquesoing in 
her fate, shut herself up in her room, and em- 
ployed herself in unpacking her partmanteaus. 
When she had done so, in spite ofherreluctance, 
she found it most expedient to put awi^ the. things 
in her new drawers. With a heavy heart: sherput 
by the gay dresses and ornaments,! which were 
now useless to her: but it was with: a* i deeper 
pang that she laid aside her husband's discarded 
uniform. She gazed at the faded scarlet,* and tar- 
nished gold; and felt, that that was all shetfaad 
ever admired in Lieutenant Robinson. 

The reserve and coldness with which Elisabeth 
conducted herself towards Mr. Sandford,> could 
not overcome his good-nature. He waS'pafticiH 
larly fond of young people ; and longed ta enpiiess 
the kindness of a relation: but he was oarefbl 
net td offend her by unwelcome familiarity; t -He 
saw that she was placed in a new and mortify- 
ing' situation; and while he regarded - her with 
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true pity and beAevolQnce^ he treated rhei\ with 
such- respectful tenderaess as would have* dispel- 
led the gloom from many a brow. 

Emily loved- the old maa: and he> while 'wit- 
nessing her cheerful, disinterested zeal in the 
service of her friend, and while- receiving ifirom 
her himself those cespectfui attentions which :she 
involuntarily paid to age and worth in eveipy star 
tion, often wished that- his nephew might ■ Jiave 
made ,as good a. choice. 

Mr. Sandford had been so^long absent &om 
hiS: own concerns, that he could only remain a 
few days longer, to introduce his nephew to ithe 
business. During this period he obsem^ed with 
some uneasiness the unpromising disposition 'they 
both discovered towards their new duties. Eliza^ 
both sat in state all day at her work-table; leav** 
ing her domestic affairs to fate and: a servant: 
while Mr. Robinson wished exeeissively to be • al« 
lowed to lounge about in the same gentleman* 
like idleness he had been lately used to. i' As to 
the business, his uncle and Edwards, he thought, 
were quite sufficient at present: but as soon as 
his ' uncle was gone, he declared that he intended 
to give his mind to it — ' upon his word and hon* 
or he would.' 

Accustomed to revel at his ease at the luxuri- 
ous-mess, he felt it a particular hardship to have 
to rise in the. midst of dinner to attend- a customer. 

'Frederick — the bell, Frederick!' his uncle 
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used to say; but he would be so long preparing 
to go, that his good-natured uncle usually went 
himself; Frederick contenting himself with pre- 
tending to rise, and saying, * Don't you go, sir!' 

It was not, therefore, without anxiety that Mr. 
Sandford took leave of his niece and nephew. 
Just before he set off, he called the latter aside, 
and gave him some good advice, particularly on 
the subjects of industry and frugality. 

' You know, Frederick, ' said he, * how hand- 
somely Mr. Leddenhurst has come forward: and 
as for me, I have done more than I ought, in jus- 
tice to your poor sister and your cousins. So that 
if you get into fresh difficulties, you must look 
to others to help you out, for I have done my 
utmost: and, Frederick,' added he, in a mild- 
er tone, ' while we are speaking, let me beg of 
you to treat poor Mrs. Robinson with as much 
respect and delicacy as possible. You should 
consider that you have brought her into a very 
different situation to what she was brought up to, 
and it 's natural she should feel it — quite natural. 
You should consider, too, what a delicate young 
creature she is, and give her every indulgence 
that 's prudent; and make allowances: a little ten- 
derness and consideration may do a great deal 
in reconciling her to her circumstances.' 

To all this, and more, Mr. Robinson continued 
saying, ' Certainly, sir-certainly, sir.' As soon 
as his uncle was gone, for which all the time he 
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had been rather impatient, he ran up stairs to 
unpack a new violin which he . had brought irom 
Cheater, but which he had not thought fit.ta'pro- 
duce during his uncle's stay. He always believe 
ed that he had a fine ear for music; and to scrape 
on this ; instrument, was one of the accomplish- 
ments he had acquired during his life of leisure. 

The village of EQlsbury was remarkably seclu- 
ded in its situation and appearance. It eoneist* 
ed of a single street, hidden amid the solitude of 
fine, but barren hills; and, with the exception of 
Mr... Robinson's house, was formed entirely of 
stone cottages. , The business depended .upon 
the custom of the neighboring farms, and of;the 
poor inhabitants o{ many little hamlets that were 
scattered among' the hills. 

In this, solitude: Itliaabeth'is days passed with 
dreacy sameness. She used to sit by her fireside 
during the dark- afternoons of this November, 
and» watching the -sparks from the blacksmith's 
shed that was directly opposite the house,* muse 
upon scenes of past happiness. This was her 
only 'Solace; except, indeed, 4hat «he experienced 
a secret satisfaction from the contrast between 
herself and her condition. When she surveyed 
her delicate form, her white hands, her beautiful 
hair, her dress, though unomamented, still. ele- 
gant, she felt that she was still a heroine in dis- 
tress: but it. was a satisfaction too dlight to.be 
a real alleviation; because there ^ere so few to 
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witness it, and those few so insignificant. And 
she now discovered — what it required some ex- 
perience to believe — ^that it is a far pleasanter 
thing to be a heroine not in distress. 

Elizabeth had been some time in her new 
abode, before she had once made her appear- 
ance in the shop. The first time she did so, it 
was to procure some articles she wanted herself. 
'Pray do you sell silk fringe?' she said, in the 
same tone and manner with which she had been 
accustomed to make her purchases. 

While she was examining the box of fringes, 
and turning over card after card with her delicate 
fingers, some ladies from a seat at some miles 
distance happened to stop at the door in a ba- 
rouche. Elizabeth took no notice of them as 
they entered, but continued looking over the 
firinges, and withdrew as soon as she had found 
some that suited her. But just as she was quit- 
ting the shop, she had the satisfaction of hear- 
ing one of them say to Edwards, in a tone of 
surprise, * Is that Mrs. Robinson?' 

Elizabeth was seen reading, very intently, at 
the parlor window, when the barouche drove 
past. 

There was a green, in the outskirts of the vil- 
lage, where the neighboring young farmers used 
to assemble to play at cricket. Mr. Robinson 
was fond of this diversion; and he soon becamd 
one of the most constant attendants there^ 
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One day, just as he had snapped to his fiddle- 
case, and was reaching down his hat to go to 
this green, Mr. Edwards walked into the count- 
ing bouse. 

' I just wish to say, Mr. Robinson,' said he, 
' that I shall be obliged to you to look out for 
some other person to do your business, sir. It 's 
what I never was used to, and what. I can 't un- 
dertake, to have every thing laying upon one 
pair of hands; and unless you think proper to 
give me some assistance, Mr. Robinson, the 
sooner you suit yourself the better, sir.' 

Much as Mr. Robinson was disturbed at this 
speech, he could not give up going to the crick- 
et-ground: but he told Mr. £dwards he would 
take it into consideration; and assured him he 
should have some help before long. He felt, 
however, very much perplexed and discomfited 
on this occasion. There were few afflictions he 
dreaded so much as that of being obliged to ex- 
ert himself. 

As he walked down the street, wishing Ed- 
wards would not be so unaccountably lazy, and 
wondering what he should do, some fine nuts 
caught his eye, that were exposed for sale in 
a cottage window; he bought some — and was 
contorted. He was very fond of good things in 
general, and of these in particular ; and while he 
sat on a seat upon the cricket-ground, cracking 
his nuts, he forgot hid troubles; at least, they did 
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not oppress him. There were few of the eTils of 
life, for which an apple, a nut, and especiallj i 
good dinner, would not afford him temporary re- 
lief. And if this real interest in the sweet and the 
savory were peculiar to persons of no higher in- 
tellectual pretensions than Mr. Frederick Robin- 
son, it would not be at all unaccountable. 

But when both the feast and the sport were 
over, and he was returning late in the afternoon 
through the village street, the lights in his shop 
window brought it again to his remembrance. 
At supper time he appeared full of thought : Elitr 
abeth did not take suppers; she was reading the 
newspaper, at the further end of the room. 

'I say, Elizabeth!' said he, all on a sudden, 
as soon as he had finished supper. 

Elizabeth looked up from the newspaper. 

' There 's one thing that I have been going to 
speak of ever since we have been here ; and it 's 
what I hope you 'U not make any piece of work 
nor opposition about, because it 's absolutely, in- 
dispensably necessary.' 

* What is that, pray?' said Elizabeth. 

' I must say, then,' continued he, ' that this a 
the fu-st business I ever was in, in my life, where 
the mistress — where the lady, did not use to go 
in sometimes when she was wanted.' 

' What do you mean, Mr. Robinson? ' said Elii> 
abeth. 

^ I mean what I say,' replied he; ' I mean thai 
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it is a sitt and a shame, to see a* woman litiinj 
all daj long in her parlour, doing of work and 
nonsense, when there ^s a shop full of customeirs 
that want to foe waited on. Why, there* was Mnk 
Jones, and Mrs. Johnson, and^^' 

' Gracious goodness ! ' exclaimed Elizafoeth, 
' this exceeds all — every thing! I really did not 
imagine — I confess I had not the smallest idea 
that any one — that you, even you, Mr. Robin- 
son, would ever have thought of proposing suoh 
a thing!' 

' Bless my heart, Betsy ! what a riot for noth- 
ing! I say then, whatever you may think of it, 
something must be done. There 's Edwards this 
very day been giving of me warning, because he 
has so much upon his hands, and nobody to help 
him. As for me, you know very well that I am 
confined from morning to night to the counting- 
house, and can't stir: and I see plainly the busaf* 
ness is going to ruin — and my uncle will lay all 
the blame upon me; and all because of your 
pride and nonsense.' 

' If there is so much business that one servant 
is not sufficient, pray why cannot you keep anoth- 
er .^'^ said Elizabeth. 'Oh!' added she, falling into 
a violent fit of weeping, ' when I lefl my dear, 
dear father's house, how little I thought of all I 
was to suffer ! ' 

Her husband was always frightened when she 
went into hysterics, and he thought she was go- 
voL.rv. 13 
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bedside, her countenance glowing with health 
and cheerfulness; and she said, 

' Dear Elizabeth, I heard you were ill, and I 
am come to nurse you.' 

Elizabeth started up without speaking a word; 
and throwing her hot arms around Emily's neck, 
continued to weep a long time, with a plaintive, 
piteous weak cry, upon her bosom. 

' Dear, dear Elizabeth ! ' said Emily. 

It was so long since she had heard the accents 
of kindness, that the soothing tones of Emily's 
voice quite overwhelmed her. 

' I did not think there was any one in the world 
that cared for me now,' she said, at lengths 

* Oh, you have never been forgotten by your 
.friends,' said Emily. ' I should have come to see 
you long before this, if I had been sure you would 
have liked it. But we will not talk much to-night, 
dear Elizabeth ; — let me try now to make you t 
little comfortable,' said she; and taking off her 
hat and pelisse, she proceeded quietly to smooth 
the tumbled pillow, and restore the littered room 
to neatness and comfort. 

She next went to prepare a cooling beverage 
for the night, into the disorderly kitchen; where 
the maid and the shopman were carousijog over 
a blazing fire. 

Elizabeth took readily, and with confidence, 
what Emily had made for her; said it was ' very 
f>lea8ant;' a^d soon after she sunk into i^ <piiet 
sleep. 
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Emilj sat up with her friend that night; and 
^hen she had done all that was requisite for her, 
she went to the book-shelves for something to 
read. She first took down Elizabeth's moroccoi 
Bible: and she sighed to see that it had the ap- 
pearance of an unused book. 

Emily, since they last parted, was improved in 
her appearance, but still more in her mind: it was 
now under the settled, habitual influence of re- 
ligion. 

Her faults, though not extirpated, were sub- 
dued ; and her once uncertain virtues shone out 
with the steady light of Christian graces. Her 
good-nature was now charity — her sensibility, be- 
nevolence — her modesty, humility — her spright- 
liness, cheerfulness. 

She found that in many of her intellectual in- 
dulgences there was much selfishness, and little 
use; and her frequent abstractions from the com- 
mon affairs of life had in great measure given 
place to a cheerful performance of its quiet duties, 
and a ready attention to the wants and interests of 
others. She had lost much of her romance, but 
her taste was rectified: she had fewer ecstasies, 
but more happiness. 

For several days after Emily's arrival, Eliza- 
beth coirtinued so ill, that little conversation 
passed between them but what related to her pres- 
ent wants and suflerings. When she began to 
amend, the eflfects of her disorder, and the cetumr 
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while?' BbC Xlizabctb looked at ber reproach- 
fidW. and said, 

*" No« oo« I cannot bewr it — praj do not disturb 

HbhIv shut the book, and gazed at ber with 
heartfelt pity. 

One morning, as soon as she arose, fHizabeth's 
spirits revived on finding herself decidedly better; 
for in spite of other trials, the first feelings of 
raCiirning heahh will be feelings of happiness. 

When Emily came in, she found her for the 
first time disposed to enter into conversation, and 
to tell her of her troubles: for when people begin 
amUonly to talk of their nii8fi>rtune8, it is gene- 



rallj in, consequence of some temporal^ allevia* 
tion of their pressure. 

'Oh, £inily!' said she, ' I have been too illjto 
talk to you: but you do not know how un)^appy I 
am. You see, indeed, what a situation I am in 
— wh(U 9L situation! Oh! my happinese is .sacri- 
ficed — sacrificed for ever!' 

' Indeed I feel for you deeply, dear £lizabeth,' 
said Bmily , after hearing her expatiate upon ,her 
grievances. ' How glad I should be if I cou)d 
comfort you!' 

' There is.no comfort for me, Emily: xan^therd 
be any thing in my circumstances that could. ppfk 
sibly afibrd me the smallest degree of pleasure?' 

'Not pleasure, perhaps,' replied Emily; 'but 
is it not possible to be happy — to be contei|te4) 
at least — without pleasure?' 

' Oh, do not take up my words,' said Eliza- 
beth; ' I really don't understand those nice dis- 
tinctions. If you will not allow that I have caushe 
to be miserable, it is because you never .kne;i|ir 
what it is to be unfortunate.' 

' I know you have much need of patience an^ 
of resignation,' said Emily: ' but, Elizabeth, I 
have myself seen instances pf people being rei^r 
ly happy, who have had, perhaps, as much as ym^ 
have to endure.' 

' Yes, I know very well what you mean: but ap 
to religion, it would never, I am confident, pn^i/e 
aifj particular difiejrence tome, if Lwerev^to giv0 
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"^ fa M W > 4 1 yott we oaistakeii.' replied Emily ; ' so 

tltartiou lem^ :unral!y dt^posed to it, it is im- 

yni 5Q»>«tLk£ Mi nore axerse to religion 

Trro^i^sMi: — t^duft I did, nor more difficulty 

m ilr ttiii X fO^/dOii aNntys hare remained as ig- 

iMHttttr «>£ » uaiij^Teiii as I used to be, if God 

felli£ 9Mt »tt^ ne vttlH^. and given me the de- 

im^t^ «K^ HiHL And He will give it yon if you 

»k tfM- iR". attd tlien — oh, do belieye it, Eliza- 

ImIi** ^— ^ie« 3(vi« w>Mdd be happy; happier a thou- 

4Mbt ww^ Wve. in this humble solitude, than all 

Ae i«nlk^:iidM^ of the world could make vou.' 

'*lte ewn if I wT^re ever so — so devotional, 
«id 4l11 T>)tf / <^d Elin^th, * I am persuaded 
it ''•■fni'^?, wnV c^minue so long as I am deprived 
rfv^KhcT Thi^nr?' 1 *» certain I should never care 
|*mcTi)arh AbiM« religion, if I had any thing else 
HM:dke Y*Vras\3ie in.* 

* VtWi, if }>>u had once felt the happiness of 
I^Ting and serving God. you would prefer it to 
itt oiher pleasures,* said Emily. 

^ It may make some people happy, and it does 
^«tt« 1 dare say/ replied Elizabeth; *but as for 
Bii»^ I really do not believe it ever would: indeed 
I ftel a dislike to the thought of the thing; and 
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to confess the iiuth, I always did^evea at the 
time that I was hearing and seeing so much of 
it.' 

'And so did I — and so does every one,' re- 
plied Emily, ' until a new heart, and a right^ spirit 
is given: and this is what we must pray for. But 
oh! do not let us talk of religion as a thing we 
may choose or refuse like an accomplishment, 
according to our particular taste : we must be re- 
ligious — we mwt come to Jesus Christ for salva- 
tion, and love God and His service, and learn 
not to love the world — or we must perish. And 
what should prevent you? God is not willing 
that any should perish.' 

■ I do assure you,' said Elizabeth, after a short 
pause, ' that sometimes since I have been in this 
miserable place, I have wished I were religious; 
but I know that it is quite impossible I ever 
should be.' 

' Impossible! oh no; it is impossible that such 
faint wishes should make ypu so; but with Grod 
every thing is possible ; and if you sincerely de- 
sire, and earnestly ask His help, you will receive 
it.' 

'You do not know my heart,' said Elizabeth, 
' it is very different from yours.' 

' If Grod had not promised to change the heart, 
I must have despaired as well as you; but He 
will.' 

* What, my heart?' said Elizabeth. 
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During the latter part of this conversation, 
there was an appearance of sincerity and solici- 
tude in Elizabeth, that Emily had never observed 
in her on any former occasion. She did not, 
however, continue it much longer at that time, 
lest she should be wearied; but she was overjoy- 
ed to find that for the two or three following days 
Elizabeth appeared willing, and almost anxious, 
to renew it. 

During this visit, Emily had many opportuni- 
ties of observing the neglected and declining 
state of the business. She had even heard Mr. 
Robinson making some lazy complaints of the 
discouraging state of his affairs. In writing to 
her father she had mentioned this, and expressed 
an earnest wish that some situation could be de- 
vised for them that would be less irksome to Eliz- 
abeth, and more likely to secure their permanent 
comfort. Very soon after, she had the satisfac- 
tion of receiving a letter from Mr. Grey, offering 
— provided it met with Mr. Robinson ^s approba- 
tion — to use his interest in endeavoring to pro- 
cure for him the situation, then vacant, of superi- 
or clerk in a concern with which he was remotely 
connected. The salary, he said, was handsome, 
and the place considered respectable. An imme- 
diate answer was required, and Emily lost no 
time in submitting it to Mr. Robinson's consider- 
ation. 

Most people, and especially idle people, e^-^ 
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pect to be better by a change of circumstances, 
and he accepted the ofier without hesitation. 

Emi]/ found Elizabeth employed in reading 
the Bible, ndien she entered her room to con>- 
municate the contents of this letter. 

'1 am sorry to interrupt you/ said she, 'but 
here is something' — offering her the letter — 
' that perhaps will give you a little pleasure. ' 

' My dear girl!' cried Elizabeth, when she had 
hastily read it, ' how shall I ever repay you and 
your dear, good father fbr this kindness? Why 
this is the very thing for Robinson — let me see 
— what does it say? — ** the place considered re- 
spectable" — that means genteel of course: ok, 
£mily,' said she, shutting the Bible, and rising 
briskly from her chair, ' I feel quite well and 
happy!' 

' But recollect, it is still very uncertain,' said 
Emily. 

* Not very uncertain, my dear, surely; your 
father here speaks confidently, almost, does not 
he?— ^'' think it not unlikely my application may 
be successful." ' 

' Not unlikely, but he is not at all sure, you 
see,' said Emily. ' I am almost sorry I told you 
now,' added she, as she looked at Elizabeth's 
animated and eager countenance) in which the 
vwrld had already regained its recently banish- 
ed expression. 
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' I>Bar, it would hdtre been cruel not to hare 
told me/ said EliBabetli. 

' But if yon shoMi be disappointed,' resumed 
Emily, ' you* would now, I hope, know how to 
submit, and where to seek consolation.' 

* Yes, indeed, I hope I should,' replied Eliz- 
abeth. 

' It is the only satisfaction,' continued Cmily, 
* to commit such concerns cheerfully to Provi- 
dence, knowing they will be overruled for our 
real good; it must, I should think, prevent aH 
distressing anidety.' 

* Very true,' answered Elizabeth. 'Emily,' 
said she, after a short silence, * I wonder what 
yoor&ther means by '* a handsome salary" — have 
yea any idea, my dear, what it would be ?' 

*No, indeed, I never heard,' said Emily, sigh- 
ing: and she aknost regretted that the application 
had been made. 

Nothing was now talked of but the expected 
appointment; and Emily found, with deep con- 
cern, that it was in vain to attempt engaging 
Elizabeth in the conversations which had lately 
seemed to interest and affect her. She either 
answered with indifference, or, what was still 
more painful to Emily, and discouraged her most 
firom attempting it — she adopted her old artifi- 
cial manner, in talking about religion. 

After only a week's suspense, a letter arrived 
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from Mr. Grey, to inform them tbatliis applica- 
tion in behalf of Mr. Robinson< had been tfiM«e<- 
cessfuL 

Elizabeth was busy at her drawers examining 
some dresses, which till now had not seen the 
light since she came to Hilsbury^ when Emily, 
with a heavy heart, entered with her father's let«> 
ter. She put it into her hand, and withdrew in 
silence. 

Mr. Robinson's disappointment was more ▼(>- 
ciferous, but less acute, than Elizabeth's. In her 
mind a relish for the world had been aroused too 
actively to subside again with the hopes that ex- 
cited it. She was first stunned, then irritated, by 
the intelligence. She referred again and again 
to the unwelcome letter; but still the deci- 
sive words, ' unsuccessful application,' left her 
nothing to hope. 

She had not learned to iicqviesce in adversity, 
and at first refused to believe that she must acto» 
ally submit to it. If this plan had failed, some^ 
thing she thought might be done : and her mind 
ranged with impatient ingenuity from scheme to 
scheme, as each appeared more impracticable 
than the former: till at last she was compelled 
to believe, that there was nothing before her but 
submitting to present circumstances. When a^ 
ter a long train of thought she arrived at this 
conclusion, she again burst into a passionate fit 
of impatient sorrow. 

VOL. IV. 14 
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When £inily joined her, she did not attempt to 
offer ill-timed reflections; they passed the great- 
est part of the day in silence; and it was not till 
Elizabeth had recovered from the surprise of dis- 
appointment, that she began to recollect there 
was still one way of being happy that was not un- 
attainable. 

How many are driven to religion as a last re^ 
uge, who would never have chosen it as the first 
good! 

As they were sitting together in the evening, 
Elizabeth broke a long silence by saying, in a 
voice between penitence and peevishness, 

' Is not this exactly what I told you — that I 
should never care about religion if I had any 
thing besides to take an interest in? — I have 
scarcely given it a thought the last week, Emily, 
and now what is there but that to comfort me ?' 

' Oh, Elizabeth! then is not this a happy dis- 
appointment ? be thankful that you were not abanr 
doned to prosperity.' 

*But now,' said Elizabeth, 'now that I have 
been again as unconcerned, and indifferent, and 
ungrateful as ever — ^how can I hope to be for- 
given?' 

' Grod's ways are not like ours,' answered Em- 
ily ; ' His invitations are made to the unconcerned 
and the ungrateful. But when we have refused 
to surrender our hearts to Him till they have made 
trial of every other object, it should make ua 
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more humble and more thankful, that He will at 
last accept such a worthless, ungenerous gift.' 

The tears were starting in Elizabeth's eyes 
while Emily was speaking: and when a little 
more had passed, she thought it best to leave her 
alone, and silently withdrew. 

Elizabeth had sometimes said her prayers, but 
she had never prayed; and she now for the first 
time felt a real desire to do so. As soon as Em- 
ily was gone, she sunk down by the bed-side; she 
wept, but was unable to utter a word ; overwhelm- 
ed with the strange, glowing feeling of stncerUy, 
and with the new and mighty effort to express a 
deep, inward sentiment, to a Being invisible^ and 
hitherto wholly unknown. 

They who do not know that prayer is an effort 
requiring all the energies of body and mind, may 
question whether they ever have prayed. 

After awhile, she knew not how long, Elizabeth 
rose up from her knees, exhausted, but yet re- 
lieved. 

When Emily returned to her, she was struck 
with an expression of meekness and reality in her 
countenance, that was not natural to it. 

' Emily,' said she, in a faltering voice, ' I have 
been attempting to — pray! but I cannot.' 

* Then I believe you have prayed, dear Eliza- 
beth, ' said Emily. ^ It is only in real prayer that 
there is any difficulty: it was easy to say our 
prayers, as we used to do: hut now you feel the 
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diflbrence between that formal service, and oall- 
ing upon God in spirit and in truth.' 

■ To Elizabeth, however, although a desire and 
ft. hope had suddenly sprung up in her mind, that 
gave her a new and strange sense of satisfaction, 
the difficulties in her way appeared at first insur- 
mountable. Nor was it surprising that to a per- 
son of her character, religion, as it now appeared 
to her — an inward, heart^felt, all-pervading prin- 
eiple-— should seem an almost unattainable good. 

A single glance at its reality convinced her, 
that those things must be sacrificed to it from 
which she had ever derived her choicest gratifi- 
cations. It was not so much that any particular 
pursuits were to be relinquished — ^this had been 
the least and lightest sacrifice; but the inmost 
recesses of her heart must yield up their long 
secreted idolatries. 

■ If ' the rich cian scarcely be saved,' how shall 
the vain? For who that knows his own heart but 
must acknowledge, that it were easier to resign 
his wealth than to mortify his vanity ? * How can 
ye believe, who receive honor one of another?' 
was said by Him, ' who knew what was in man.' 
And surely, if any one principle of depraved na- 
ture may be considered as more than another di- 
rectly opposed to the Christian temper, it is that 
self-seeking, and self-display, which has human 
admiration for its object. 

For the being who throughout the course of a 



DISPLAY. 161 

rain life has never acted in conformity to the will 
of God, but with a slavish regard to the opinion 
of its fellow creatures — whose shallow virtues 
even are become artificial, from being habitually 
used as articles of display — whose infirmities and 
sins have been set off as interesting and captivat- 
ing — ^whose very devotions must be picturesque: 
for such a being to sit unseen, and learn at the 
feet of Jesus — ^to study in every thought, word, 
and action, the eye of Him who is invisible — lo 
act, speak, and think, only in simplicity, integrity , 
and singleness of heart — to substitute inward 
graces for outward attractions — silent charities 
for showy sensibilities — to bring every action, and 
every motive, into subjection to Him who seeth the 
thoughts and intents of the heart: — and when all 
18 done, to be humble still ; not even to make a 
display of humility and devotion, but to acknow- 
ledge that a disposition to do so betrays the want 
of both : all this must appear absolutely unattain- 
able, until the inquiring mind is instructed to look 
beyond its own efforts, and to depend on Him 
to whom this and * all things are possible.' 

It was then that Elizabeth first perceived, that 
the unfavorable propensities of her character were 
not insurmountable obstacles to her becoming a 
Christian. She then saw, that, whatever her 
natural dispositions might have been, the opera- 
tions of Omnipotence would have been not less 

14* 



10t DISPLAY. 

ffOqaiBite. 'IRie change would be as real, thcn^b 
it had been less conspicuous. 

A mind maj be naturally unearthly and refined, 
seriauB and oontemplative-<-and, in a sense, even 
Aeivotional : ' it may love to speculate upon mortal- 
ity: and -futurity; and may be in the view of itself 
andlof others, as Elizabeth expressed it — ' just the 
sort of mind to be very religious;' that is, amia- 
ble, and intellectual: but it cannot become hohj 
and spiritual without the same almighty energy 
that must be exerted to renovate the worldly or 
the indolent, the selfish and the vain 
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CHAPTER XV. 

' . >b Elizabeth's religion bad expended itself in 
wof dfl and emotions, it would have been, as. be- 
fore, of a very doubtful character. But she won 
gave the best evidence of its reality, by^er 
anxiety to bring her daily conduct under its uni- 
versal influence. She had, however, at pr€»ent 
much to subdue, and much to learn. 

She and Emily had many conversations on-the 
subject of her future conduct. 

' I believe,' said Elizabeth, as they were talk- 
ing of these things one evening, Uhat I could be 
happy now in a cottage — almost in any: situation, 
especially with a companion I could love : but the 
business — the trade — I cannot tell you^ Emily, 
how unpleasant it is to me ; only I hope I am 
now willing — more willing, at least, to submit to 
what is unpleasant/ 

' But in time,' said Emily, * may not you be- 
come almost reconciled even to this? especially 
if you could so far overcome your reluctance as 
to take an interest in it yourself: and you are so 
clever, and have so much taste, that — ' 

'Dear, do you think so?' interrupted Eliza- 
beth. 

f That I am sure,' continued Emily, ^Mr*. Bob- 



164 DISPLAY. 

imon would soon find an alteration in his affair^,, 
if jou were once to attend to them. ' 

' But then there 's Robinson! Emily, you know 
I cannot love him.' 

. 'Cannot you?' said Emily. 'But yet/ added 
she, after a long pause, ' I have thought some- 
times, you might treat him with a little more 
respect and — kindness, and then perhaps — ' 

'I know it — ^yes, I know I ought; and I vnU 
endeavor,' said she: and here the conversation 
ended; for the time was come which Elizabeth 
now regularly devoted to her evening retirement. 

She had learned the pleasure and privilege of 
daily ' entering into her chamber, and shutting to 
the door:' — and it was there she could best for- 
tify herself for any self-denying resolution. But 
in doing so, she was a wonder to herself. That 
she should find happiness in such engagements— 
that an hour spent in meditation and prayer should 
to her be the happiest of the day — 

' Strange were those tones, to her those tears were strange. 
She wept, and wooder'd at tiie mighty change.' 

That night Mr. Robinson came in to supper 
with a gloomy countenance. Every thing was 
going wrong. Business dull — money scarce- 
Edwards saucy — but what really oppressed him 
most of all was the weight of his own indo- 
lence. 

When Elizabeth came down from her room, 
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she had evidently been in tears, but she did. not 
look gloomy, and going towards her husband, 
she said, 

' Are you tired to-night ?' 

* Rather, my dear — not very, though, thank 
you,' said he, unfolding his arms, and bright- 
ening up at the unexpected attention. 

While they were at supper, after two or three 
unsuccessful efforts to speak, Elizabeth at length 
said, 

' Mr. Robinson, you spoke to me some time 
ago about assisting you in the shop: I refused 
then, but now I have determined to do it; and 
I intend to begin as soon — ' and her voice fal- 
tered — * as soon as I am well enough to stand, in 
the cold.' 

.' Dear me! will 3rou?' tfaid her husband in un- 
feigned astonishment. 

. But Elizabeth, overcome by the effort she had 
made, burst into tears, and could not reply. 

' But I would not have you to do it upon any 
account, if it frets you thus,' added he. 

* O she is not fretting,' said Emily, * she likes 
it, only — ' and here she stopped, at a loss how to 
make Mr. Robinson comprehend why any body 
should cry at what they like, 

/ I shall be of very little service at first,' re- 
sumed Elizabeth, in a firmer voice; * but I hope 
I shall learn in time ; and as your sister is com- 
ing , and you find Edwards so inattentive and 
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troublesome, I think it would be best to part with 
him, and we will endeavor to manage the business 
among ourselves.' 

'Well, I assure you I shall be glad enough to 
get rid of that idle dog: that is, if you really in- 
tend it, my dear,' said he. 

* Yes, I really intend it,* said Elizabeth. 
And she retired to rest this night, with a calm 

sense of self-approval that she had seldom known. 
It was the genuine pleasure with which most in- 
stances of self-denial are rewarded — ^the pure 
satisfaction of sacrificing inclination to principle. 
The next day, while they were at dinner, the 
stage coach, which once a week passed through 
the village, drove by their window; and Mr. Rob- 
inson started up, exclaiming, 

* There 's my sister" Becky! '—and inmiediately 
set ojQT to receive her. 

' I wonder what sort of a being she is, ' said 
Elizabeth. 

* We shall soon see,' said Emily. 

In a few minutes Mr. Robinson returned, laden 
with packages; and introduced his sister to the 
ladies. 

Elizabeth held out her hand to one of far less 
delicate texture, and endeavored to receive her 
new relation with cordiality: but Miss Rebecca's 
first appearance was not prepossessing. She was 
a plain person, much marked with the small-pox, 
and appeared about forty years of age. Her dresa 
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was far from untidy; but it showed that total 
deficiency of taste, which is betrayed by some 
persons, who without much ambition to be smart, 
would yet fain appear a little like other people: 
besides, she was now in her travelling dSahabUle, 
But when she spoke, there was a soilness in 
her voice, and a propriety in her mode of expres- 
sing herself, that instantly made a favorable im- 
pression. 

For a person in Miss Rebecca's circumstances 
to conduct herself with exact propriety towards 
such a sister-in-law as Elizabeth, would not ap- 
pear very easy; but she seemed to understand this 
secret to perfection. There was a certain inde- 
pendence in her character, that made her feel at 
ease, and enabled to retain her self-possession on 
every occasion. Although fully conscious of her 
own inferiority in those respects, she was not to 
be overawed by such things as wealth, beauty, 
or elegance in others. Her behavior was uni- 
formly obliging, courteous, and respectful; but it 
was never servile — never for a moment — to the 
grandest carriage customer that ever entered her 
uncle's shop. 

Elizabeth took some pains to check the feel- 
ing of contemptuous pity, which the first appear- 
ance of her new relation had excited. 

But she soon found that this elSbrt was quite 
unnecessary. A person of good nature, sound 
sense, and consistent piety -^ and who makes no 
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abtmrd prdefwion»—is not so easily despised as 
people may imagine. Miss Rebecca answered 
this description; and Elizabeth had not spent 
many hours in her society, before she found that 
she absolutely commanded her respect. 

As they became better acquainted, Elizabeth 
and Emily were surprised to perceive how far 
removed she was from vulgar ignorance. This 
discovery, however, was not made by her intro- 
ducing the names of all the books, and quoting all 
the authors she could recollect, on the first day 
of her arrival, but by the general superiority and 
intelligence of her conversation. 

She had been in the habit of reading as much 
as her engagements would permit, from the hon- 
est desire of improving her mind, not with the 
most remote intention of making it a subject of 
vulgar boast. In the course of her life she had 
waited upon many a well-dressed supercilious cus- 
tomer, to whom it would have been in her power 
to have imparted some useful information; but 
she never felt disposed to make an unbecoming 
advantage of her acquisitions. If her mind was 
superior to her station, it did not disqualify her 
for its duties, nor lead her to despise them; for 
her little stock of knowledge had been turned to 
the best account; it had made her not vain, but 
wise — not ridiculous, but respectable. 

There was no one who ever had so much in- 
fluence over Frederick Robinson as his sister. 
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While he wgub at his uncle's he was oontinuallj 
embroiled in some dispute with his cousins, or the 
iq>pcentices, or the servants. A consciousnefla 
of his own weakness made him exceedingly tena»? 
cious^of his rights and privileges, andjealousof 
his dignity: so that he was always imagining the 
one invaded, and the other insulted. In these 
dilutes his sister Rebecca was the univemal 
peacenmaker ; every one was willing to appeal to 
her; and even Frederick would submit to hec 
decisions^ 

Since her arrival he had been unusually attenrf 
tiye to business; and the scraping of the violin 
was rarely heard till shop was shut in the evenr? 
ing. Indeed, in three days after she came, every 
thing wore a different aspect. Without bustle or 
parade, her pervading management had restored 
order in the counting house, the shop, and the 
kitchen. Her attentive and obliging manner to 
the customers was soon noised abroad; and ma* 
njr who had been offended by the neglect of the 
master, and impertinence of the man, began to 
retam. 

Elizabeth was not more agreeably disappointed 
in, her sisterrinrlaw, than Miss Rebecca was in 
her. She listened with tears of joy, while Emily 
related the change which had recently taken 
place in her friend's mind: and Emily was re- 
joiced, when she became acquainted with her 
character, to commit Elizabeth's yet weak and 
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fwinciples to her superintendence. 
Vmhut iu^ Abo beroclf was in Christian knowledge, 
4il» wMi ir^ad to be relieved from the burden of 
i«K*.b rtntpoiKabihty, and to consign it to one oi 
^iHNtiir <%xpctmncc and judicious management she 

Wb<« sho had done this, Emily took leave of 
Hirtiiin ; bcr bean glowing with joy and grati- 
«»Ar.. «E «tbo CMMTemplatcd the unexpected issue 

¥Uv:*cja^r:h. «b«> had dreaded the familiarity of 
« ^«^-a7 T«r4a7HMi« was ihc more touched by the 
toitor ^M^'^ac^ x-^' Mi«» Rebecca's manner towards 
W« 

Jk Tiikx Q^Ma aiMl delicate complexion — much as 
^HM^ ttii^^ %«^ K'' bif^Uov^ it — are not the invari- 
aJMr :«Miv««ewi3Wi h^' a delicate mind; while it often 
i|«ii|fifiNii» ^KM :^VjL >r>k^) 1$ concealed within a plain, 

^'Kml ^^^iAj^:n wnno$$od how much might be 
«^<R>vSs.v >x *,'-:^xx:y and management, she was 
:4!rv<*^cKvjti^ )» iM^r doicrminaiion to remain no 
'.Qo^v jk vjsic.^^fes UK-'umbranco in her own house- 
lli^^: ;a^ Vkx^v^ nviidc an ingenuous confession 
*rf bt<j !^«KMraiJKV. *b<^ requested to be instructed 
UV^ ;jdi lie !*»>?rtef le* of domestic economy. Miss 
M^»W<v« utttJkMtvH^ this task with perfect sim- 
)^*u>. SW Ks^ cereal pains in instructing her, 
%«bK^U4 !LimI^v4i^ her to teel it a mortification to 
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Emily had not flattered her, in saying that 
Elizabeth was clever. Her talents had hitherto 
been exercised to one unproductive end; but now 
she felt the pleasure of exerting them usefully 
and honorably; and she made rapid progress, not 
only in the attainment of those things of which 
she might feel ashamed of being ignorant, but 
also in her knowledge of the business, her igno- 
rance of which was no disgrace. 

It required, however, an effort — and an effort of 
something better than philosophy— on the morn- 
ing she went in to take her first lesson behind 
the counter. Still pale from the effects of her 
recent illness, she appeared wrapped in a large 
iriiawl; but as she entered the shop, a deep glow 
passed over her cheeks. Miss Rebecca did not 
feel less on this occasion than Elizabeth, but she 
contrived to be quite engaged at the time with 
a customer, and did not seem to notice her as she 
walked round and took her station by her side. 

A country girl happened to come in at the" 
same instant, who, addressing herself to Miss 
Rebecca, said, 

*I want a yard and three-quarters of — ^yoar 
servant, miss," said she, perceiving Elizabeth, 
and dropping a curtsey. 

' What did you want, pray?" said Elizabeth, 
graciously. 

While she was showing the article inquired 
for, Elizabeth observed that her customer's afr* 



tsnlioii was diverted from that to herself: id^ was 
giancing «t her^ and at her dress; and seemed 
ttdminng the white hands that were unrolHi^ 
Ae ribands, still more than the bright, gloa^ 
siticles themselves. When Elizabeth had di»- 
miased her first customer, she whispered with a 
Bimle to Miss Rebecca, ' Really it 's not half so 
disagreeable as I expected!' 

Elizabeth's good principles were too recently 
implanted to have attained the force of habits; 
and she found a constant reference to them neces- 
sary upon every fresh occasion. The exercise 
t>f patience, self-denial, forbearance, htuiiiiLity,was 
new and difficult. Indeed, had other dispositions, 
or lietter education, rendered them of easier «l- 
teinment, the strength and reality of her f isty 
Idid been less apparent. It was in no instance 
more so than in her conduct towards her busfoand. 
She was solicitous not only to fulfil her ordinary 
duties towards him, but to win him to partake 
of that happiness which she herself enjoyed. 

* If religion,' she said, * were to do as much 
for him as it has for me, we might be most happy 
together.' And it was especially with this view 
that she endeavored to subdue the constant pro- 
pensity she felt to treat him with harshness or 
jodifiTerence. 

' That tiresome violin!' said she, one evening, 
iM they caught its distant sound from the connt- 
louse. 
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' I must say, however,' said his sister, ' that he 
does not suffer it to be very troublesome to us; I 
do not remember ever seeing it brought into the 
parlor.' ;: 

* No, I confess he has never done that,' said 
Elizabeth. 

'Do you think,' she resumed, after a long 
flilence, ' do you think he would be pleased if I 
irere sometimes to ask him to play to me?^ 

' That he would, I am certain,' said his sister. 

That her resolution might not have time to 
lelax, she went out immediately, and opening 
the door of the counting-house, said, good- 
naturedly, 

'Mr. Robinson, you keep it all to yourself; 
idiy don't you come and play to us sometimes?' 

' Dear me! I am sure I had no idea you would 
like to hear me play; why, it 's what I should 
like of all things,' said he, gathering up the mu- 
sic-books, and proceeding briskly to the parlor. 

* What shall I play to you now?' said he, in 
high good humor, ' any thing you like, only say.' 

His sister chose something she thought Eliz- 
abeth would prefer; and Elizabeth, pleased with 
herself, found her spirits enlivened even by her 
husband's bad fiddling ; and the evening passed 
more cheerfully than usual. 

Aoeustomed to be despised, and to be thwart- 
ed, he was always particularly gratified by any 
mark of attention or compliance; and a little 

15* 
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the 
cfieou vpoB kis tesiper. It was in tku 
tlie ooir one practicable — tbat 
his HEter recomoKrikded EUt^pbeth to attempt to 
ae^oire an inflneaee orcr him. fie had always 
been proad of fais wiie. and wxMild hare loved her, 
after ku manner, if she wvM have permitted it; 
■nl now that her ' ! i wMha a avwards him was so 
nnch altered, he liecaar ixi> W * nrv /bad of A«r 
indeed/ 

Mias Rebecca did not «ficr to leare Hilshuij 
till she had the snds&ction of seeine her broth- 
er's afiairs in a renr diderem state to that in 
which she had foand them. The business was 
iaereasing; he himself appeared disposed to take 
flome interest in it; and as for Elizabeth, she was 
become both willing and able to superintend and 
conduct their concerns. 

But she had derived still more important ad- 
vantages from her sister's society: herself an 
experienced Christiao, she bad led Elizabeth on 
step bj step, as she was able to bear it, till she 
saw her making real progress both in the know- 
ledge and practice of religion. 

Having thus spent three useful months with 
them, she was at length obliged to take leave. 

They parted with mutual affection and regret: 
and Elizabeth was left alone to manage her boose, 
her business, her husband, and — herself. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

One morning in the spring, a carriage stopp^ 
at Mr. Robinson's door. 

Emily was the first who sprang out of it: 
and she was followed by the whole party from 
Stokely. 

Elizabeth colored high as she advanced from 
behind the counter to receive them. But their 
^uay, affectionate salutation quickly relieved her 
embarrassment. She led the way to her little 
parlor. Mr. Leddenhurst, as he followed her, 
looked neither to the right hand nor the left, but 
iteered his way through the piles of goods that 
stood in the shop, and stooped beneath the fes- 
to6na of drapery that decorated the passage door» 
te though be saw them not. 

As this narrative is so near its conclusioa, it 
BMy be imagined that the Leddenhursts werecome 
to announce to Elizabeth some sudden change of 
Ibitane; or, perhaps, to make her a present of 
one: — but no; they were only come for the pleii- 
mre of seeing her — ^for the pleasure of seeing 
EHzabeik happy in obscurity. 

They were affected by the striking alteration 
is her whole appearance since they last met* 
fiiiaple in her dress — almo$t artless in her maft- 
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comforts of life: — ^it was ' a hope, full of immoi- 
talitj;' and enabled her ' in whatever state she 
was, therewith to be content.' 

Daring their visit, Elizabeth took her friends 
over her neat, orderly house: and into her pret- 
ty retired garden, which was now looking gay 
with spring flowers. 

*You would be surprised,* said she, 'to see 
how many little pleasures I have now : and that 
from things which I never took any real pleasure 
in before. Even my taste is improved by reli- 
gion: I am not so selfish — so engrossed in — ' but 
here she checked herself, and began to speak of 
something else. Talking of herself, she observed, 
was particularly hazardous; and she found it a 
good rule never to do so — not even to speak of 
her faults unless it was unavoidable. 

While Mr. Leddenhurst and Mr. Robini^n 
were gone aside to transact some business, Eliz- 
abeth and her friends conversed still more unre- 
servedly. 

* I assure you,' said she, looking on the car- 
pet, *I am happier in all respects than I ever 
expected to be; — Mr. Robinson is really much 
more — much less — much improved. Dear Emi- 
ly,' she added, * I often, very often, think of that 
dreary, feverish night, when you came to nurse 
and comfort me: from that I date all my happi-> 
nessl' 
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' Let us rather both think,' said Emily, * of that 
happy day that brought our fViends to Stokely; it 
ifl to them we both owe every thing that is good.' 

* We can all now,' said Miss Weston, 'look 
back to the time when we were unacquainted with 
God, and with ourselves, — when religion was un- 
interesting to us ; and to whatever circumstances 
we may trace the wondrous change, let us ac- 
knowledge Him as the sole and gracious author 
of it.' 

* And now, sir,' said Mr. Leddenhurst, when 
they returned to the ladies, * we hope to prevail 
upon you to part with 'Mrs. Robinson, before long, 
to pay us a visit at Stokely.' 

* To be sure I will,' replied he, * with a great 
deal of pleasure, Mr. Leddenhurst; she deserves 
a little recreation now, as well as any woman in 
the world ; and I '11 be bound to say, that there 's 
no place whatever where it would give Mrs. Rob- 
inson so much pleasure to pay a visit to.' 

* It would, indeed, give me a great deal of 
pleasure,' said Elizabeth; ' I have nowhere such 
kind friends; I should like, too, to visit Broad- 
isham once again; if it were only to think of all 
that has passed since I last drove out of it.' 

* Ah, that was on our wedding-day?' said her 
husband. 

* Then you will come, my dear,' said Mrs. Led- 
denhurst. 
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'Tea, she has promiBed,' said Emily. 

Her friends now took an afiectionate leave of 
JEHisabetfa. Before the carriage drove off, they 
all looked out at her as she stood by her hus- 
biuid's side at the shop-door. There was a tear 
in her eye, but she strove to conceal it; and her 
countenance shone with content. 

' This is a sight/ said Mr. Leddenhurst, ' worth 
coming more than fifleen miles to see : — ^the sub- 
jugation of a propensity that I had almost thought 
incurable; and I believe that nothing but religion 
will cure the love of— display." 
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•< Par P^tude, par I'art saprdme, 

Sur an froid pupitre amaigriB, 

D'autres omeront leurs Merits ; 

Pour moi, dans cette gftne extreme, 

Je venrois mourir mes esprits ; 

On n'est jamaia bien quo soi-m^me 

Et me voilii tel que Je sois." QrentL 
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PREJUDICE. 



Iir yonder red-brick mansioD, tight and square, 
Just at the town's commencement, lives the mayor. 
Some yards of shining gravel, fenced with box, 
Lead to the painted portal — ^where one knocks: 
There, in the left-hand parlor, all in state, 
Sit he and she, on either side the grate. 
But though their goods and chattels, sound and new, 
Bespeak the owner 's very weO, io do^ 
EQs worship's wig and morning suk betray 
Slight indications of an humbler day. 

That long, low shop, where still the name appean^ 
Some doors below, they kept for forty years: 
And there, with various fortunes, smooth and rough, 
They sold tobacco, cofiee, tea, and snuff. 
There labelled drawers display their spicy row, — 
Clove, mace, and nutmeg : from the ceiling low 
Dapgle long twelves and eights, and slender rush. 
Mixed with the varied forms of gervus brush; 
Cask, firkin,^ bag, and barrel, crowd the floor. 
And }nle8 of country cheeses guard the door. 

1* 
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The frugal dames came in from ftr and near, 
To buy their ounces and their quarterns here. 
Hard was the toil, the profits slow to count, 
And yet the molehill was at last a mount ; 
Those petty gains were hoarded day by day, 
With litde cost, for not a child had they ; 
HiU, long proceeding on the saving plan. 
He found himself a ufcarm, Iforehanded man : 
And being now arrived at liSs^B decline, 
Both he and she, they formed the bold design, 
(Although it touched their prudence to the quick) 
To turn their savings into stone and brick. 
How many an ounce of tea and ounce of snufl^ 
There must have been consumed to make enough! 

At length, with paint and paper, bright and gay. 
The box was finished, and they yreat away. 
But when their &ces were no longer seen 
Amongst the canisters of black and greeny 
— ^Those well known &cee, all the country rottnd— 
T was said that had they levelled to the ground 
The two old walnut trees before the door, 
The neighbors scarcely would have missed Hhem moie. 
Now^ like two parrots in a golden cage, 
They live, and civic honors crown their age : 
Thrice, since the Whitsuntide they settled there, 
Seven years ago, has he been chosen mayor ; 
And now you 'd scarcely know they were. the same: 
Proud in official greatness goes the dame ; 
But extra stateliness of dress and mein, 
During tlie mayoralty, is plainly seen ; 
With nicer care bestowed to pufiTand pin 
The august lappet that contains her chin. 
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Such IB her life; and like the wise and grest^ 
The mind has journeyed hand in hand with ftle : 
Her thoughts, unused to take a longer flight 
Than from the left-hand counter to the right. 
With little change, are vacillating still, 
Between his worship's glory and the tilL 
The few ideas moving, slow and dull, 
Across the sandy desert of her skull. 
Still the same course must follow, to and fro, 
As first they traversed three-score years ago ; 
From whence, not all the world could turn them bock, 
Or lead them out upon another track. 
What once was right or wrong, or high or low 
In her opinion, always must be so : — 
You might, perhaps, with reasons new and pat. 
Have made Cotumfms think the world was flat; 
There might be times of energy worn out, 
When his own theory would jS^ haac doubt ; 
But not the powers of argument combined 
Could make this dear good woman change her mind, 
Or give her intellect the slightest clue 
To that vast world of things she never knew. 
Were but her brain dissected, it would show 
Her stiff opinions fastened in a row. 
Ranged duly, side by side, without a gap. 
Much like the pkuting on her Sunday cap. 

It is not worth our while, but if it were. 
We all could undertake to laugh at her; 
Since vulgar prejudice, the lowest kind, 
Of course, has full possession of her mind ; 
Here, therefore, let us leave her, and inquire 
Wherein k differs as it rises higher. 




^fi«n Mfw uatMd<f«Mr. ioit mil «&£ dnr, 
X-.'^ I. iif t^- ii^ mm aau. ^■^kvo: fcroogfat, 

lf^*tiu iiv ;'.ivw>f3t sv**vti/nftt ,if rami 

.Vni >c>*iirt.s Qhf :»mSiJiKi :dRsc uvooDe its swmy: 
'Vhi^ iRN«f, vi^titwvciTti:. Dimsfcncaw view, 
SSUUttUliM !»||tMit MGtjtffr i^^vkIi «n^ 
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But while they aotioe all the fonDs abnird 
That preju^ee aBsuines amcn^ the herd^ 
And eveiy nicer vaiiation see, 
J^eirs lies in duBking that themaelveB are fiee. 

There is a science reason cannot teach ; 
It lies beyond the depth her line can reach ; 
It is but taught by Heaven's imparted grace, 
The feet of Jesus is the only {^ace ; 
And they who mental riches largely share, 
But seldom stoop to seek their wisdom there. 
*Not many mighty ' in His train appear ; 
The simple poor ad(»n it best ; — and here, 
Whfle prejudice the mental sight impairs 
Of vulgar minds, — ^'t is like a hetun in theirs. 

Religion, as in common course professed. 
Is first a question with them, then a jest : 
Quick to discern the ludicrous and base, 
With which blind votiffies have defi»med her &oe, 
Errors, abuses, creeds in^Kwed by man, 
Are undistinguished fifom the Scripture plan. 
Rome^ proud ambition, Qrranny, and fimid, 
The Christian standard's bloody deeds abroad, 
Priestcfaft, the same in every age and clime. 
From earliest record to the present time. 
Contending parties' never-dying strife. 
Each calling vengeanoe on the other's life, 
The wretched hypocrite,— die wild extreme 
Of blind fenobos, — the enthusiast's dream. 
The lives of those who bear the Christian name^ — 
Of this, of all, religion bears the blame ; 
Though ibflseaMioen who moit reject its gway, 
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And know as Iitde what it means as they, 
lliere ^ no abuse within the church's fold, 
But what the Bible has itself foretold; 
Yet these triumphantly are brought to view, 
To prove that word of prophecy untrue. 

A cold acknowledgement of one Supreme 
Avoids, 't is argued, every wide extreme ; 
And this, if made by Christian, Tuik, or Jew, 
Is all the same in His impartial view. 
But all beyond this rational degree 
Of distant homage to the Deity, — 
A firm attachment to the truth revealed, 
(Truth which with blood the Lord of ^ory sealed) 
Zeal to obey, as well as to adore^ — 
is vulger prejudice, and nothing more. 
Thus, Chrisdaniservice, spirimal and free, 
They class (with pleased and proud complacency) 
With rights impure that pagan India boasts, 
The blood-dyed Koran, and the idol hosts; 
The cross, perhaps, held up with least respect, 
The hated symbol of the hated sect: 
That seal which marks it Heaven's appointed vray, 
They caring nor to read, nor to obey, 
— ^That whoso names that name, must first depart 
From all iniquity of life and heart 

Or, should the Christian code fix)m all the rest 
Be singled out, and owned to be the best. 
The same keen shafts of ridicule are bent 
Against its spirit, and its true intent 
Of all that gives it energy bereft. 
There are but some mere scraps of ethics left, 
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Scarce more enlightened than were heard to flow 
From Socrak8 and Plato long ago : 
As though, had Scripture never solved a doubt, 
We might have managed vastly well without 

Religion's nature, and its worth, are known 
To those by whom it is possessed alone. 
The Christian^9 aims and motives, ample, grand, 
The wisest worldlings ccmrwt understand : 
Those views which worldly principles condemn, ' 
Are so incomprehensible to them. 
That they, unanimous in self defence. 
Pronounce them meite delusion or pretence ; 
And prejudice (a favorite word) explains 
All that still unaccounted for remains. 

Mid the strong course of passion's wonted sway. 
What makes the wicked man forsake his way ? 
Conquers the habits years had rooted in. 
All fear subduing but the fear of on ? 
And him who toiled for earthly bliss, arise. 
Leave all, and lay up treasure in the skies ? 
These are phenomena that, strange to say. 
Religion is presenting every day ; 
Changes, which they who wimess dare not doubt. 
Though little heard of by the world without. 
The man now goes rejoicing on his way. 
With inward peace, and cheerful, though not gay ; 
Unseen the motives that his path define ; 
IDs life is hidden, though his graces shine. 
He walks through life^ distracting changes now. 
With even pace, and with an even brow ; 
Hears the vain world's tumultuous hue and 6iy» 
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Ju8t tunia ins heedi and passes calmly by; 
Tet takes his cbeeriiil share when duty drawi^ 
And still » foremoflt found in meicy^ cause. 

What woiks this strange philosophy in him. 
Is it misantloopy, or is it whim ? 
No ; 't is the glowing, present sense he feels 
Of thing* invinble, which fiuth reveals. 
And should the man thus walking with his God, 
Be one unpolished as the valley's clod, 
Should all his science but amount to this, 
— ^To loathe iniquity, and long for bliss, 
This is not prejudice — or if it be, 
T were well if all were prejudiced as he ! 

But things to come— the vast un&thomed state 
To which death opens instantly the gate, — 
Although the thought of that expected change, 
Affords the finest intellectual range. 
Although that change must soon become our lot. 
Whether the subject suit our taste or not, 
Although objecters cannot well reply. 
That 'tis a vulgar prejudice to die, — 
The subject seems (howe'er it came to pass) 
Avoided much by this enlightened class. 

All other themes, whose tendencies appear 
To add to our accommodation here. 
Every contrivance of contriving men 
To make a pleasant three-score years and ten, 
— ^Inventions and improvements, whether mac|e 
In science, commerce, agriculture, trade. 
The arts, htika kU/rts^ poUtics, finance. 
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79M- ¥i|liieiB'acfairtw]edged:«t a glaiite; 
And ^686 an studied, patctonised^ and tooght^ , 
With active diligeoeey^-and so th^ ought 
But since a floomeat may — some moment must 
Consign our interest ia them all to dust, 
Has not the business of die world to come, 
Mid all our thoughts, at least a claun to some ? 
But theao are things mystenous and obscure, 
Not tangible, and rational, and sure ; 
Tis such a vague untenaUe expanse: — 
In short, they mean to wait and take their chance. 

Could you but show by d^nonstration clear 
How forms and things invisil^ appear; 
Produce your apparatus, bright and clean. 
And tiy experiments on things unseen ; 
Rare specim^is in due assortment bring, 
Of seraph's eyes, and slips of angel's wing, 
Or metaphysic air-pumps work, to show 
A disembodied soul in vacuo ; 
Then 't were a study worthy of alliance 
With any odier branch of modem science. 
But mere assertion of a future state, 
By unknown writers, at a distant date, 
If this be all its advocates advance, 
It is but superstidon and romance. 

Thus, mental pride, unsubiect to control; 
To God a secret enmity of soul ; 
That stubbornness which scorns to yield assent 
To aught unfounded on experiment; 
A wretched clinging to the pres^it state. 
That loathes to dwell on things beyond its dat»; 
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ne'er the thouglil panuei^ 
Amd whidi ike dnHiMi^ 1m^ akme subduee^ — 
a ¥eil ef ^ngudiee to place 
dvk Kiwn and die ligfat of grace; 
— A pvqndiee « liopdeBB as can bind 
Tke meaneflL moal iDilentB of 



Would that the fikne of enor were allowed 
fiat fay the Yulgar worldlings or die proad ! 
fiat this diBtemper of the monl eye 
NcTcr affisciB it more invetentelyy 
Ulan when the fidse of prejudice's view 
Ib intermingled with a litde frue. 
And hence, the conedentioiis and sincere, 
Who know es9etditd truth, and hold it dear. 
If education (as fhe doubtlesB can) 
Hinre formed their soub upon the narrmo plan, 
Ftemit no notion fiom its nook to stir: 
Most obstinately oeitahi where they err. 
Thus are opinions, as received in youth. 
Wedged down immovably with slips of truth ; 
Assured of pert, thev deem the whole is right ; 
And what astonishment it would excite. 
Should any have the boldness to allege. 
That aU is rubbish but the golden wedge. 
— ^T is pity, for the skeptic world without 
Produce the error to conform their doubt, 
Refusing still the sterling to behold ; 
And thus the rubbish tarnishes the gold. 

There is a tender, captivating glow 
Which certain views on certain objects throw: 
Taste, and poetic feeling, range alone 
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A faiiy worid exclusively their own ; 

And gather airy delicates that rise- 

Where'er they turn, unseen by vulgar eyes. 

Their dainty aliment serenely floats 

On every breeze — they live like gnats on motes. 

There tliey might safely, iimocently stray ; 

But when they come and stand in Reason's way, 

They blind her views, demean her princely air, 

And do more mischief than their smiles lepair. 

Why she their interference should restrain, 

A simple instance shall at once explain. 

When Paul the walks of beauteous Athens trod, 
To point its children to their < unknown God,' 
If some refined Athenian, passing by, 
Heard that new doctrine, how would he reply ? 
Regarding first, with polished, scomfiil smile. 
The stranger's figure and unckussic style, 
And then perceiving the discourse was bent 
Against the gods of his establishment, 
He would but cast his tutored eye around. 
And in that glance he has an answer fbund: 
— Altars and theatres, and sacred groves, ' 
Temples and deities whe'er it roves. 
Each long perspective that the eye pervades. 
Peopled with heroes, thickening as it fades; 
Those awfiil forms that hold their silent sway, 
Matchless in grace, while ages roll away; 
There, softly blending with the evening diade, 
Leas light and less, the airy colonnade ; 
Here, in magnificence of attic grace, 
Mifteiva^s Temple, rising fit>m its base ; 
Its spotless marble forming to the eye^ 



A g itt ily iii al iiiii— ihBdwphine Ay:— 
^EBoaiBh — die doctnBrlktt mmld undeiiiiiDe 
Tkne fim of liiWj enMtf be dirise.' 




When IsAg^M flUD aniee, to chaee away 
The « dini idigiDos y^ ' of BonuBh day, 
Oppoamg, oniyy to the wofSkam glare 
Of gold and genoB that deck the papal chair. 
And each impoaog p^eaDt of the chiuncb. 
Good aenae, plain argument, and sound research, — 
Here lartif, again, would proiv a dai^eroiis guide, 
And ruse a pteiadiee on cnoi's side. 
— Behold the aiofvr proeeeaon moTe aknig ! 
The Rmiiff's Ueaeing on the proaunte thrcMig; 
"Hie aolemn am vine, and the anthem loud, 
"Hie altar's radianoe on the kneelmg crowd : — 
Or seek, at ounnions of die cooTent bell. 
Deep, sacred shades, where fiiir recluses dwell; 
See the long tram of white-robed aisters come, 
Appearing now — now lost amid the g^oom, 
Chaunting shrill vespeis in the twilight dim. 
The plaintire music of the Tirgin^s hynm : — 
Then would not taste and &ncy join the ciy 
Against the rude, barbarian heresy, , 

That sought those sacred walls to overthrow. 
And rend the veil from that seducing show ? 
And yet, according to our present light. 
That barbarous, tasteless heretic — was right. 

It might not be ccmvenient had we gone 
To carry this reflection lurdi^ on. 
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— But whether, mid the faint and foggy ray 
Of ages paA, or at the present day, 
Truth's native lustre ever must decline 
When human art attempts to make it shine : 
—Truth is too strong to need the profiled hand 
Of human feebleness to make it stand. 

Inveterate prejudice, infirm and blind, 
May take possession of an honest mind : . 
Though weakly yielding to its stubborn sway, 
'Tis not determined to be led astray. 
But is there not a sin that must not claim. 
Though near of kindred, such a gende name? 
A daring sin, that comes with open &ce. 
To rear its standard in the holy place ? 
E'en fix>m that day, when some would fein condemn 
The works of those who followed not with them. 
And for that early spark of party rage 
Beceived reproof deogned for every age, 
Down to the present noisy moment, when 
Tis spirting fit>m the tip of many a pen^ — 
E'en firom that day to this, with ceaseless reign^ 
Hms party spirit been the church's bane. 

Then, let the verse trace clearly as it ca% 
The finer features of the party man. 
By birth, connexion, interest, pride, or taste, 
On one or other side we find him placed ; 
No matter which, nor is there need to say^ 
For there he is — and there he means to stay. 
That point decided, 't is his second care 
To find a reason for his being there ; 
Some reason that may make a brave defence 

2* 
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Against aawiki fiom truth and common senae; 
— Supposing for the inrnoDt, that his ground 
Is not exactly tanahle i^ round. 

He^mottcontaited like the- vulgar herd 
To take his creed on other peofrieVi word, 
And urged amain, by intellectual pride. 
To prove he is not on the weakest side. 
His choicest stores of wit and &ncy draws, 
To prop and beautify the needy cause: 
And well do wit and fancy suit iheir end, 
Who seek not to exaaanin^ but defend* 
-jEK9 is no simple scrupulous mistake. 
Like the weak brother, wrong for conscience' sake ; 
But prejudice, in him, has had to Innd 
A Jmowing, subtle, and enlightened mind. 
Henoe,at each step, he has to bear along 
The secret consciousness of something wrong ; 
But that suspicion, unavowed of course, 
Serves but to nerve his arm with triple force ; 
Provokes his zeal to lend its utmost aid, 
And gives the edge of keenness to his Uade. 

Hjs mind is formed, as though 't were nature's plan 
To cut him out to be a party man. 
And send liim down, in pity, to his post, 
As foremost champion of the weaker host ; 
Not of that grander, philosophic tone, 
That lets all party littleness alone ; 
But keen, sagacious, armed for quick reply, 
And, though not visible to every eye, 
Nor from his courteous manner to be guessed — 
A dash of gall and wormwood in his breast 



Yeif-esfety hooker qpaikty Is graced 

With wit«ad lewDing, eloquenee and taate $ 

Yes — BDd as chanty delights to say. 

Much self deceived) and hoping that he may, 

While.grati^«« «,}€ and iMWy spleen. 

Squeeze in some love to ,God and man betwecflou 

A show of candor too, at times, is lent, 

Xo add its lustre to his Argument : 

To those who advocate the &vorite notion, 

It flows as wide as the Adantic Ocean ; 

But .towards the heretic who turns it over. 

About as nairow 4is the straits of Dov«r. 

It seems too much for either side to boast 
The right in every contest, if in most: 
Yet, our true partisan, firom none withdraws. 
But lends his talents out to every cause. 
Each .new encounter prompt to undertake, 
Asking no questk>us first for conscience' sake: 
T is not for him the right and wrong to sill, 
Enough to know his party wants a lift ; 
And, though so hazardous none other can, 
He boldly takes the field with-^^ I'm your man ! ' 

And thus he dares the controversial fitly ; 
Though careful, first of all, to clear away 
A little rubbish, till he finds a stone 
Just broad enough to set his foot upon. 
On that one stone he loudly stamps, to snow 
How firm a standing-place it is, although 
Should he advance a step, or step retire, 
He plunges ail at once knee-deep in mire. 
If thence bef^ oft* b^ sonie opposing b^t 
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folk i i ml, auU m ihe old am i |jo ff t amun, 
JIlDrraB off Mill i> iiw w nps rack agsiii. 
Adnft boaid umj aempfify die dun^; 
WImb Gfaand ftom poel to poBt^oae haplnB Idi^^ 
Jilt ]BB|pdi« bcCBkBfthim to— -hy nmefaffg aiKMt, 
The dDnble etmnr as iw bet name; 
Wbfln Idd^ fiom. ai|inBe tt^ aqoHe he Ixav^^ coui'BO^ 
Aai ttmodB iw gfomid tboug^ fdUMd ai aH his foicei 

™***"*""*i be trmtB nie cImcIui ibb mBB fbcqito 
ftw wiE hear o^ — fewer atfli befieire; 
tCie (irr Rcocd will be fitde aou^; 
JtaHt fiefe ft JeniHpieeBave M die thougiiL 
KflMBK tte cnfliRBfe seciet ei us ut^ 
^wwaBii MvniBnKftoatdie wcelonr pifty 
T^ leS aH bfcnoiAfeBw sod Mike die most 
or wbat b» fais. «r lUiks he ke;. ID boML 
or lidi: «ipiM«e BMe tihra di ifirai, 
Ht OR»iB to^ MC iBonorarrfs le c^rede 
Tbac diMvita:b jeenrb. m eTcrr liole «id nook, 
Wbick qneegmw b qrgd trath lione can ttoA; 
And UboR bonL br fai&irelidie tnces, 
To onki* cIt^ lazicT dH»e sre no such pbces. 
ffi» Ainnt neviKDcncs seem to wear disgniBe ; 
HisphuKare radier poGdc diaii wise; 
Not ID chck tnidu bat o'er the draaB 
T» S|aead a ptaaaUe and specious glosB. 
Bat he« who finds h needlul, on his pai^ 
T» plr the mean artillery of art, 
And sharpen ererr arrow that he draws^ 
May well suspect the soundness of his cause. 
Saqiect he may,— hut vain that hicid doubt, 
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Devoid of nobfenesftto ^aroh 4t out 
— ^Between the man on eontrovernal groundy 
Panting for truth vfhartver it be found. 
And him who does but aeek it on one aide, 
There lies a gulf immeasurably wide. 

Two brother stiortsmen, on a blithesome mom, 
Obey the summons of the inspiring bom : 
One, predetermined to pursue the chase 
Within the limits of a certain space ; 
The other, glpwing with the bold intent, 
Lead where it rany, to fi>Uow up the scent. 
— ^They start the hare — and after many a bound, 
Doubling and winding on the aforesaid ground^ 
She leaps tbe ,^noe and gains the n^bboring mead ; 
At which oitf doughty sportsman checks bis steed; 
Rather than follow boldy on to that, 
He staysb^ind the hedge — end starts a cat ; 
Pursues poor puss with vast advantage ibeace, 
And has brave sport within his blessed lence. 
—Then having oliptand trimmed Kw, here and tbsr^^ 
Assures the worid that Ae has eaught die bare ; 
And should his sporting fidends confirm the lie, 
Ere there i& time to ask the reason why, 
A hare — though common sense should stand appaU'd*— 
She was, is now, and ever shall be called. 

Meantime, the brother sportsman does not &il 
To chase his victim over hill and dale ; 
The five4Mirred gate, tall rampait, hedge and diteb. 
Alike to him — be leaps, and cares not which: 
At length he. sees,— ^nor. sees without disoiayt 
The pack strike off an unexpected way ; 
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The path they take, by tact unerring shown, 
Must croBB a fine enclosure of his own ; 
The fidr phmtation, on his favorite grounds^ 
Is rudely torn and trampled by the hounds : 
Safe fiK>m attack the sheltered spot appeared ; 
His fiithers rused it, and himself revered : 
Though startled, he disdains to call them back, 
But leaps, and follows the sagacious pack ; 
Tramples the ground himself with noble pride. 
And hears the death-cry on the other side ; 
Secures his prey — content to bear the shame. 
If such it be, — ^fbr he has got the game. 

Interest its secret bias may impart. 
When least suspected, to an upright heart : 
But when a creed and woridly views unite. 
Where interest is the ordy rule of right ; 
Where loaves and fishes — all our goodly show. 
Depend on people's thinking so and so ; 
What pompous, loud, declamatory wrath 
The mere expression of a doubt caUs forth! 
The weight of ailment is balanced here 
Against so many thousand pounds a yecu* ; 
— What dreadful, dangerous heresy is taught ! 
It must be silenced — will not bear a thought ! 

Is party spirit, therefore, only found 
In one enclosure of disputed ground ? 
No ; while JVathanids stand on either side 
The boundary lines that differing sects divide. 
Unchristian tempers every form may take. 
And truth itself be loved for party's sake. 
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The man whom conacieDce, less than mental pride 
Early enlisted on the opposing side, 
Proves that the flames of an mihallowed fire, 
Not love to God and man, his zeal in^ire. 
— Pleased, proud to differ, eloquent to teach 
The lesser doctrines that enlarge the breach, 
In bold defiance of the Christian rule. 
Says to his brother, ' raca,' and ' thou fool;' 
Or vainly hopes to violate its laws. 
Beneath the sanction of a righteous cause. 
Rejoiced, not grieved in spirit, to behold 
Abuses thicken in the neighboring fold ; 
And doubting, grudging, backward to concede 
That any sheep within that pasture feed. 
Intent his controversial shafts to draw. 
He slights the weightier matters of the law ; 
More prone on points of party strife to dwell. 
Than emulous to save a soul firom hell. 
Yet, — if his soul be firee fiiom wilfiil guile, 
Betieves he does Grod service all the while. 
But oh ! the darkest candidate for bliss. 
Who seeking that, spares not a thought for this^ 
Though much encumbered should his notions be, 
Is safer, happier, nearer Heaven than he. 

Come, let us rise from party's noisy sphere. 
To trace an honest mind in its career ; 
And see how far true greamess spreads its fli^ 
Above the cUvemesa of party spite. 
He, fix>m the regions of a calmer day, 
Hears the faint clamor of the distant fisy ; 
Hears but to pity, — ^while in tranquil mood 
He holds his course in happy solitude. 
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Wludj no jufebor iiiflnfnoe ob faind; 
WliicL ali gA atwg to fyrfme were 
T^ncL liifr eutb « «rtk nre itt kn^ of cbain. 
— ^Y«i not liiBi boiUkiai viiich defi^Ms Id bmk 
FrcttD wiot oar fiabos mcfat, ibr iioeoBe' aake, 
Ttooggia all dir piaeti widering, ftiH in qoesl, 
UkelaideBEfieDdByOf aMneiBifaaliowedrBSi; — 
Tbe love of ttmii k ffmniie, wtmi eombiDed 
Widi iiTMrflfc*^**! hanUenefli of mind. 
& rfliuee XDca^ wiio feefe wkh aniBe acute 
His own deepinaereilin tfaegnnd puisoit; 
Wbo bearen-wraid apreads his UDdirerted win^ 
Godhr eiiuplicitT the nMiin^ spring. 
No mesDer pown- can regulate his flight, 
Too much is saked upon his going righL 
Dnr, heartless speculation may succeed. 
Where the sole object is to frame a creed ; 
The sophist's art may suit their eager quesi^ 
Who only aim to prove thtir creed the best ; 
But no such vieirs his anxious search control, 
W^ho loves the truth because he loves his souL 
Truth is but one with Heaven, in his esteran, 
The sfiarkling spring of life's eternal stream ; 
And hence, with equal singleness of heart, 
He traces out each less essential part: 
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No worldly mod^res ^an bis ykfwn entioe ; 
He parts with aH to gflsn the pecu*! of price. 

Why is opinkm, flingly as it Btaods, 
So much inherited like house and lands? 
Whence comes it that ^tom ore to son it goes. 
Like a dark eyebrow or a Roman nose ? 
How comes it, too, that nodons, wrong or right, 
Which no (fireet affinities unite, 
On every side of party ground, one sees. 
Clung close togedier like a swarm of bees ? 
Where one is held, through habit, fbnn, or force, 
The rest are all consulted to of course, 
As though comlnned by some interior plot ; 
Is it necessity, or chance, or what ? 
Where'er the undiscovered cause be sought, 
No man would trace its origin to 0un^ht: 
Then shall we say, widi leave of Dr. CM, 
It comes to past from thiiddng not at all ? 

Though man a ffdriking being is defined, 
Few use the grand prerogative of mind : 
How few think jusdy of the thinking few ! 
How many never think, who think they do ! 
Opinion, dierefore — such our mental dearth — 
Depends on mere locality or birth. 
Hence, the warm tory, eloquent and big 
With loyal zeal, had he been bom a whig. 
Would ravfe for liberty with equal flame, 
No shadow of distinction but the name. 
Hence, Christian bigots, hieath the pagan cloud, 
Had roared lor ^great Diana ' just as loud ; 
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Food BoboiiB iwae, and g a rfiered up by chance. 
Or mov irfKHt, of wbat too migfat adTance ; 
KeaoKv die old fiequemed padi id tread, 
And fldfl to dunk M dicj were bom and bred. 

HeoideB dna bfind derocion to a sect, 
CuaUMD prodnoeB mocb tbe flame eflfect. 
Oar derioiwicb pilea of eootiOTeny groan; 
But fliiD. alas ! eacb paitr^s with its own. 
Each deems his logic must conTictioD bring. 
If people would but read, — but there 's the thing! 
Hie dennoDS, pamphlets^ papeis, books, reriews. 
That plead our own opinions, we peruse ; 
And these alone, — as though the plan had been 
To rivet all our prejudices in. 
Tis really droll to see how people^s shelves, 
Go where you will, are labelled like themselves. 
Ask if your neighbor — he whose party tone, 
Polemic, or political, is known — 
Sees such a publication — naming one 
That takes a different side, or sides with none ; 
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And straight in flat, uncomfortable-wise, 
That damps all further mention, he replies, 
* No, sir, we do not see that work — ^I know 
Its general views, — tjoe take in so and so.' 
Thus each retains his notions, every one, 
Thus they descend complete from sire to son ; 
And hence, the blind contempt so freely shown 
For every one's opinions but our own. 

How oft from public or fit)m private pique, 
Conscience and truth are not allowed to speak : 
Reasons might weigh that now are quite forgot, 
If such a man or party urged them not ; 
But oh, what logic strong enough can be. 
To prove that ihey have clearer views than toe I 

In times like ours, \ were wise if people would 
Well scrutinize their zeal for doing good. 
A few plain questions might suffice, to prove 
What flows firom party — ^what firom Christian love. 
— Our prayers are heard — some Mussulman, at last, 
Forsakes his prophet — some Hindoo his caste ; 
Accepts a Saviour, and avows the choice : — 
How glad we are, how much our hearts rejoice ! 
The news is told and echoed, till the tale 
Howe'er reviving, almost waxes stale. 
-<-A second convert Gospel grace allures— 
Oh, but this time he was not cvr8 but yowrs ; 
It came to pass we know not when or how ; 
— Well, are we qidte as glad and thankful now? 
Or can we scarce the rising wish suppress. 
That we were honored with the whole succesB? 
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Whefcin we di&r frmi Hi* iFOfd aDd wiflL 
Xo ipeciMiE nuD» nor reasuuDCBb to His view. 
The nke cu iwBHik, or defixm the uoe ; 
Xor ruD erniTti e cr araii, to ptead 
Tbe r%M of diearT for the •crmg' of deed. 
Before tfatt onemlMnBBed, juai survey, 
Wbat he^« of lefiue miiit be swi^ awsf ! 
How moit itonncli foom efefy oeed reuM>f% 
AD but tbe golden grains of truth and lore! 
Tely wilk compasBon for oar feeUe poiten^ 
For oh! His thougfaiB and wi^B are not aa ouiBL 

— There is a day, in flaming tenos bri§^ 
When truth and eiior shall be brou^ to h^ii. 
But who shall rise, amid tbe shining throng, 
To boost that ht was right, and you were wxong? 
When each lejoicuig saint shall veil his ftce, 
And Done may triumph, but in glorious grace 1 
No meaner praise shall heavenly tongues employ : 
Yet, they shall reap the more abundant joy. 
Who sought His truth, with simple, humble aim 
To do His will, and glorify His name. 
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— ^A cosTLT good ! that ne'er was bought or sold 
For gem, or pearl, or miser's store, twice told : 
Save certain watery pearls, possessed by all. 
Which, one by one, may buy it as they falL 
Of these, though precious, few will not suffice^ 
So slow the traffic, and so large the price i 

T is for the withered form, the pensive fiice^ 
Not for bright eyes, and cheeks of blooming gzaoe ; 
When these have faded, those as dimly shine, 
Then, in their stead. Experience may be thine. 
Books will assert, and sires and pulpits teach, 
And youth may listen to their sober speech, 
And smiling Mps pronounce a careless < yes,' 
While neither eye nor heart can acquiesce. 
But grief extorts conviction ; brings to view 
Those slighted words, and answers — ^ very tnie»' 
Surprised, reluctant yet at last Compelled 
To own, what long in doubtful scale was hekl^ 
That life, whate'er the course our own has led^ 
Jb much the same as what our fiuhers said. 

3* 



A tattered cottage, to the riew of 
la beauty glowi^ at needlul distBoce placed: 
Ita broken panei^ ha richly mined thatch, 
Ita gaUe graced with many a moBBy patch. 
The sunaet lighting up ita varied dyea, 
Form quite a picture to poetic eyes; 
And yield delight, that modem brick and boaid. 
Square, aound, and well arranged, would not affixd. 
But, croBB the mead to take a nearer ken, — 
IVhere alt the magic of the visioB then ? 
The picturesque is vanished, and the eye. 
Averted, turns from loathsome poverty ; 
And while it lingers, e'en the sun's pure rey 
Seems almost sullied by its transient stay. 
The broken walk, with slight repairs emboased. 
Are but cold comfi>rtB in a winter's frost : 
No smiling, peaceful peasant, half refined. 
There tunes his reed on rustic seat reclined ; 
But there, the bending form and haggard fiice, 
Worn with the lines that vice and miseiy trace. 
Thua &des the charm, by vernal hope supplied 
To every object it has never tried ; 
— ^To fairy visions, and elysian meads, 
Thus vulgar, cold reality succeeds. 

When aanguine youth the plain of life surveys, 
It does not calculate on rainy day& 
Some, as they enter on\he unknown way, 
Ex|)ect karge troubles at a distant day ; 
— ^The loss of wealtli, or friends they fondly prize; 
But reckon not on ills of smaller size. 
Those aameless, trifling ills, that intervene, 
And people life, infesting every scene ; 
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And there with sileDt, unavowed success^ 
Wear off the keener edge of happiness : 
Those teasing swarms, that buzz about our joyi^ 
More potent than the whirlwind that destroys; 
^-Potent, with heavenly teaching, to attest 
Life is a pilgrimage, and not a rest 

JTud lesson, learned aright, is valued more 
Than all Experience ever taught before ; 
For this her choicest secret, timely given, 
Is wisdom, virtue, happiness, and heaven. 
Long is religion viewed, by many an eye, . 
As wanted more for safety by and by, 
— ^A thing for times of danger and distress, 
Than needful fi)r our present happiness. 
But after fruitless, wearisome assays 
To find repose and peace in other ways, 
The sickened soul — ^when Heaven imparts its grace 
Returns to seek its only resting place ; 
And sweet Experience proves as years increase, 
That wisdom's ways are pleasantness and peace; 
Yes, and the late conviction, firaught with pain, 
On many a callous conscience strikes in vain. 

Blind to ourselves, — ^to others not less blind, 
We slowly learn to understand mankind. 
Sanguine and ardent, indisposed to h(dd 
The cautious maxims that our fiithers told. 
We place new objects in the fiiirest light. 
And offer generous friendship at first sight; — 
Expect, (though not the firstrate mental powers) 
A mind, at least, in unison with ours; 
Free from those meaner fiiults, that most coiiS(Hve 
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To damp our ky?e, if not to quench its fire. 
Cold o*er the heait the slight expression steaks 
Tliat first some trait of character reveals ; 
A fimh, peihaps, less prominent alone, 
But causing painfiil fiiction with our own. 
Long is the harsh, reluctant thought supprest. 
We drive the cold su^icion fix>m our Ineast ; 
But, when confirmed, our generous love condemDy 
Turn i(ff di^tsted with the world and them, — 
Resolve no more at Friendship^ fane to serve, 
And call her names she does not quite deserve^ 
But this is rash — Experience would confess 
Tliat fiiendship^ very finilties chiU us less 
(Sincere and well-intentioned all the while) 
Than the worlds complaisant and polished smile. 
With other chattels, nameless in my verse, 
Frirads must be held ' for better and for worse;' 
And that alone true fiiendship we should call. 
Which undertakes to love us fttuUs and afl: 
And she who guides this humble line could prove, 
Tliere is, there i», such candid generous love ; 
And from the lifo, her faithful hand could paint 
Glowing excepti(»is to her own complaint 

But that, of all discoveries lifo can boast, 
Which disaf^ints us and surprises most, 
Is^ when the pleasing veil that serves to hide 
Sdf from itself by chance is drawn aside. 
As when, perhaps, some kindred mind is dtown, 
In which we trace a portrait of our own : 
INssohred at once, as by the morning ray, 
The mists of self^eluaon pass away, 
Aff diat bright moment^ unexpected ^are 
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Shows us the beal and worst of what we are. 
— Or some chance word, in hasty convene dmptf 
By which the wheel-work of the mind is stopt, 
— ^That moretnent which m daily course goes rouBd, 
And leaves as just precisely where it found : 
This casual word creates a wholesome pause; 
The starded mind its quick conclusion draws, 
Perceives the form it wears to other eyes, 
The proper level where its talents rise, 
And ere returning to a different theme, 
Sinks a degree or two in self-esteem ; 
Then off it goes agaki, with little cost, 
Save that the multiplying wheel is lost 

But if 811^ sudden shock abate its focee^ 
Experience aids it by a slower course : 
Time, spite of fools and flattery, lettr us see 
Just what we are^ Bot what we thought to be. 
BGdway in Mft wb ]pause, compare with shame 
Our present prognfo with our early aim ; 
Look back on years with purpose high begun, 
In wkich the tad^ intended was not done^ 
And see beyond us a declining sun ; 
-^ — ^Fair opportunities ibrever fled : 
^ The vigorous impulse dying, if not dead ; 
And we, in knowledge, habit, temper, state^ 
Nothing superior to the common rate. 

How false is found, as on in life we go. 
Our eaily estimate of bliss and wo! 
— Some spaikling joy attracts us, that we &iii 
Would sett a precious birthright to obtain. 
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Kb piod k priaed, DO comibit sought beside ; 

Aijvn^ tern imploie, and win not be denied. 

ll e atm pitying hean the i nte mperate, nide appeal, 

And floiiB iiB answer to our tmeat weaL 

Hie aeli^floa^ idol, if at last bestowed, 

Pkoresy what oar wilfidness reqimed — a goad ; 

Ne'er bat as needihl c b ast i s cui eiit, is given 

Tbe wish thosfbrc'd, and tDni,aDd stonnM firomHeafOi: 

Bat if withheld, in pity, fiom our prayer. 

We rawe, awhile, of torment and despair, 

Refiise each p n i fl fere d comfbit with disdain. 

And shght the thousand bfeasings that remain ; 

Meantime, Heaven bean tbe grievous wrong, and watt 

In patient pity till tbe stonn abates ; 

Applies with gentlest hand die healing balm. 

Or qwaks the raffled mind intoacafan; 

Deigning, perhaps, to show the mourner soon, 

rr was special mercy that denied the boon. 

Our blasted hopes, our aims and wishes croat^ 
Are worth the tears and agonies they cost, 
When the poor mind, by fiuitless efibrts spoit. 
With food and raiment learns to be content. 
Bounding with youthful hope, the restless mind 
Leaves that divine roonitiou &r behind, 
But tamed at length by suffering, comprehends 
The tranquil happiness to which it tends ; 
Perceives the high-wrought bliss it aimed to ahara 
Demands a richer soil, a purer air; 
That 't is not fitted, and would strangely grace 
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The mean coDdition of our mortal race ; 
And atl we need, in this terrestrial spot, 
Is calm contentment with ' the common lot' 

Oh, who that takes a retrospective view 
Of years, now &ding in the distant blue. 
The snares to which impetuous we had flown. 
Restrained by God's resistless arm alone ; 
How, ever yielding to our own self-will. 
We would refuse the good, and choose the ill, 
He interposing still on our behalf^ 
StiU safely guiding by His rod and staff; 
But with subdued, submissive heart would cry, 
' Choose Thou my portion, guide me with thine eye ! 
One sole condition would I dare suggest, — 
That thou wouldst save me from mine own request!* 

In many streams may trouble wind its course, 
But to ourselves we still must trace its source ; 
And 't is a thing impossible, we find. 
Go where we will, to leave ataradves behind. 
FeeUng that burden wearisome to bear, 
We seek to shift the scene and change the air; 
From homespun cares commence our sanguine flight, 
And on some verdant, peaceful vale alight. 
Sweet is the scene, and sweet the tranquil hour ; 
The harassed mind perceives its soothing power; 
For that short moment novelty can please ; 
Imagines health and joy in every breeze ; 
That moment past — ^the quick returning mood 
Spreads it own tinge on wood, and vale, and flood ; 
The pearly heaven is tinctured with our pain. 
And casts its fiunt reflection on the main ; 
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The hilk' bare owiine seeniB to repr c Ben t 

The veiy featuret of our ctiseontent ; 

The rock's fiuitorti c frngments range as diough 

Fresh shivered to the pattern of our wo. 

In v^n we -argue with ourselTes, and pntfe 

The scene deiightild, just the kind we love ; 

In vain we urge and strain the languid sense, 

To wring a dcop of happiness from thence : 

Yet, charge not rocks and hills with thy complaint^ 

The scene is lovely, hut the heart is faint ; 

Invite sweet peace and chanty to flow, 

And nature brightens to her purest glow. 

When hope her seat to memory has resigned, 
And our chief solace is to look behind. 
Then ifeall we learn, perhaps too late, to know 
That sin weighs heavier on the mind than wo. 
Grie( gemune grie( that comes at God's conmiandi 
In which our own misconduct has no hand. 
Though, for the present, not a joyous thing. 
Yet, when it passes over, leaves no sting. 
The pains we feared, the iUs we dreaded most, 
Departed — seem a weak and harmless host ; 
We suffered, wept, but now can smile serene, 
And wonder that our anguish was so keen : 
Or if some blow that struck the tenderest part, 
Has left its deep impression and its smart ; 
Still years allay it, and at length difliise 
A pleasing sadness that we would not lose. 
But when by conscience, memory's eye is cast, 
Pained and reluctant, on the guilty past. 
And sees life's path bestrewed on every side 
With sins and £>llies, thick and multiplied, 
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Follies Ibr which otnr shame anires too late, 
Sins that Hitoveil ^ly can oblitentte. 
And whfftmAight edbrtt had restrained their powtty*^ 
How bitter the remembrance to this hour ! 

---Once in a town remote in Britain's isle, 
A female stranger lodged in humble style : 
The village gossip, roused ^en first ehe came, 
At iatt discovered little but her name ; 
And scandal, weary with its fruitless quest. 
Conjectured and invented all the rest 
Her quiet halrits, and abstracted cast. 
Repelled inquiry, and it dropt at last 
Her yean were waning, and her whole amy 
Bespoke neglect, indifierence, and decay; 
Tet no wild look betrayed a wandering brain, 
— ^It was not ' crazy Kate,' nor * crazy Jane ; ' 
Nor high expression mariEed some sudden &I1, 
-A common care-worn person — that was all. 

Year after year she wandered up and down, 
Mid the duU outEddrts of that litde town : 
She loved a lonely turn, but 't was her way 
To put it off till towards the close of day ; 
And there, all winter long, she might be met 
Taking her walk as soon as sun was set 
When the dark sky foretold a stormy night, 
And all the parior fires were blazing bright. 
Just as their social parties came to meet, 
They used to see her padng down the street; 
'T was said she used a wishful eye to cast 
On such a lively circle as she passed, 
As though the«DiiliDg group and cheerfiil blaae 
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And there, unheeded by tbe 
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' There 's something suits tbe temper of mj 
In the deep bowlings of this winHy wind : 
How tlie iky lowers ! all daiUy overspread, 
Ifave one horizon streak of awful red; 
80 lowers my sky,and that bright line appeara 
Like the last glimmer of departed years. 
If those who loved me then, could see this aigfat, — 
— ^Me, wandering here on such a cbeerieas ni^d^ 
A |K)or, lone Ktranger in this fiiendless wild. 
How they would mouni for their deserted child! 
But tlioy ure gone, and now these storms may bk>w, 
And I, unheeded, wander to and fio, 
And not in all tliis peopled world find one 
To scrtien and cherish me as they had done. 
J tliought the world was kinder, and would prove 
Borne compensation for my parents' love : 
I thought of friends — ^that once united band, 
With whom I used to jouniey hand in hand ; 
But Homo uro gone whence traveller ne'er returns. 
The rest are eager m their own concerns; 
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They might not spiu^n me, but I would not go 

To tax them with the burden of my wo. 

This rugged world affords, at last, no rest 

Like the safe covert of a parent's breast 

Oh, they had pity for my slightest pain, 

I never sought Iheir sympathy in vain ! 

— ^My dear indulgent &ther, how he strove 

To train and win me by his patient love ; 

Endured my firoward temper, and displayed 

A kind forbearance that was iU repaid : 

To thwart my litde pleasures ever loth, , 

They yielded much, he and my mother both. 

I was a sickly one, and all her skill. 

And all her pity came when I was ill: 

I can remember how she was distrest, 

And took more thought for me than all the rest ; 

And what a sweet relief it seemed to be 

To lay my aching head upon her knee : 

Then she. would moan, and stroke my sickly cheeky 

And I was better while I heard her speak. 

Thus I was fostered, thus my early days 

She would enliven in a thousand ways^ 

My slightest pleasure to her own prefer, — 

Tet, I grew up, and was not kind to her. 

I grew up selfish, full of thoughts and cares 

For my own good, but unconcerned for thein; 

1 bad my tastes and pleasures, but despised 

The homespun comforts that my parents prized ; 

Warm fiiendships cherished, but I folt above 

The common claims of duteous, filial love : 

I gave cold seivice, but tfie smile that cheers, 

The softer tone that soothes declining years, 

These I withheld— they feh itr-«nd the dart 
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Ye powers fantastic ! goblin, sylph and fay, 
Whose subtle forms no laws material sway ; 
Ethereal essences, that dart and glide 
Wherever pleasure or caprice may guide ; 
Who leap with equal ease, if ye are bi^ 
A lady's thimble and a pyramid. 
And scale, alike regardless of a fall, 
The parlor fender and the Chinese wall ; 
Slip through a key-hole, 'neath the listed door, 
Or from the smallest crevice in the floor ; 
Or steer your way (and man^ devices mock) 
Through the dark mazes of a patent lock ; — 
Of you I sing not — ^but my theme shall be, 
Of things as quick and volatile as ye, 
— Those busy, subtle pronouns, /and Me. 
Unsought, and unexpected they appear; 
No barriers heed they, and no laws revere ; 
But wind and penetrate, with dexterous force, 
Through all the cracks and crannies ef discourse*. 

Of those with whom 8df proves the darling theme, 
Not an indulge it in a like extreme; 
S<Mne have the sense to cover it, no doubt ; 
WoM Ihey had sense enough to root it oot!: 

4* 
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We therefbre bring, as first upoiuthe list^ 

Tbo loud, loquacious, vulgar egotist ; 

Whose Ps and M^9 are scattered in his talk^ 

Thick as the peWbles on a gravel walk. 

Whatever the topic be, through thick and thin 

Himself is thrust, or squeezed, or sidled in. 

Conceiving thus his own importance swells, 

He makes himself a part of all he tells ; 

And still to tliis he winds the subject round : — 

Suppose liis friend is married, sick, or drowned* 

He brought about the match, he lets you know ; 

Told liim about Miss fi. a year ago ; 

Or never shall forget, whate'er ensues, 

How much he felt when first he heard the news. 

A horseman, thrown, lay weltering in the mud ; 

He thought of something that would stop the blood. 

A neighbor had a quarrel with his wife ; 

He never saw such doings in his life ! 

A fire broke out at midnight in the town ; 

He started up, threw on his fiannel gown, 

Seized an old hat full twice as large as his, 

And said, says he, ^ I wonder where it is ! ' 

Was doubtful if 't were best to stay or go, 

And trembled like a leaf, from top to toe. 

In vain at times, some modest stander-by, 

Catching a pause to make his brief reply, 

Cries, *dear!' or, *only think!' or, *so did Ij' 

For he, by no such obstacles deterred, 

Runs on, must tell his tale, and wiU be heard. 

Wo to themselves, and wo to small and great, 
When two good egotists are tete-a-tete ! 
A battle this, though not of swords, but tongues, 



And he the victor who has stron^e^t lungs. 

Too eager eachiin what hunself recites, 

To see how little interest.it invites, 

Each takes the attention his companion shows^ 

For pleasure in the story as it goes ; 

Though judging by himself, he might have known^ 

He is but waiting to begin his own. 

Watching some gap in the opponent's speech 

To force it in — like soldiers at a breach. 

Few talkers can detain themselves to weig^ 
The true impression made by what they say ; 
And of all talkers, egotists are last 
E'en to suspect that they may talk too fasL 
But oflen, while pursuing their career. 
Rejoiced that while they speak the rest must hear. 
Some dry observer, whom they scarce perceive, 
SitB smiling in his philosophic sleeve, 
Impelled, (while others carelessly condemn) 
To blush for human nature and for them. 

But 'tis not only with the loud and rude 
That sdf betrays its nature unsubdued ; 
Polite attention and refined address 
Buf ill conceal it, and can ne'er suppress : 
One truth, despite of manner, stands confest— 
They love themselves unspeakably the best. 

Many monopolists of words have been 
Unconscious, quite of their besetting sin ; 
Of strong susceptibility possessed, 
E!nraptured oft, and oft as much distressed, 
They deem themselves, nor others deem them 1m% 
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Affectionate and feeling to excefs: 
The charge of selfishness, or unconcern 
In other's weal, with indignation spurn, 
And think their failing and their weakest part. 
Is having, as the phrase is — too much heart 
But tender hearts as well were hearts of stone, 
If what they feel is for themselves alone. 

Have you no knowledge of this species ? thea 
Take fair 'MatUda for a specimen ; 
Compare the sketch with faces you have known^ 
And ere you quite discard it — ^with your own. 
What ! has MatUdoj then, no heart to feel 
Generous emotion for another's weal ? 
Oh yes, she has, — the doubt she would declare 
Hard and unjust to hery beyond compare ; 
Her fiiends' and neighbors' interests to forget 1 
She were the last to bear that blame — but yet 
Engrossed by cares and interests of her own^ 
In fact, she gladly lets her fiiends alone ; 
Too eager, and too busy to reflect. 
What people may, and what they do expect. 

Calm observation, and acute survey 
Of others and ourselves, are swept away 
By that strong, rude velocity of thought. 
Which meets no proper barrier where it ought. 
But rushes on, impetuous and unstemmed : — 
Astonished, and abashed, and self-condenmed. 
Would stand Matilda, could she once be shown 
Not other people's filings, but her own ; 
And see, how home on that perpetual tide, 
She thinks and talks of sel^ and none beside : 



Then mighl she kem to check itii m^ ibrce, 
Abate its swiftnefls, sod divert its course, 
Make it through, other fields ineanderiog go^ 
And draioy intime, the selfish channel low* 

MatiUa^B fiiend, as few besides had done, 
(A patient, quiet, lupretending one) 
Sits cheerful and unwearied day by day. 
To hear, as usual, what she has to say. 
By long experience, now at length, she learns 
To drop alljielepence to her own concerns; 
Th' insipid 'dear ! ' or < sure ! ' too well declares 
Impatience in discussing those affairs ; 
And then, the eager tone and altered bipw. 
How much her own are dearer — so. that now, 
— ^Whether her heart be aching, or it swell 
With some sweet hope 't would be a joy to lell-* 
She checks the inclination, to attend 
To some new project of her eager fiiend : 
— How she intends, as soon as winter ^ o^r, 
To make a passage to the nursery door, 
Elnlarge the parlor where she lores to sit,. 
And have the Turkey carpet made to fit ; 
Or, how she means next spring to go to town. 
And then to have her aunt and uncle down. 
Or if more intellectual in her mood, 
How she employs her hours of solitude ; 
— ^Her plans, faow much they fail, or how succeed; 
What lastshe read, and what she means to read ; 
What time she rises, and what time retires, 
And how her deeds fall short of her desires. 
All this is veiy well, periiapa you ciy ; 
True, if her friend might whisper, < so do 1. ' 
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Whene'er fiom home Matilda has to go, 
With the same theme her letters overflow ; 
Sheet after sheet in rapid course she sends, 
Brimful and crossed, and written at both ends, 
About her journey, visits, feelings, friends: 
Still, still the same !— or if her friend had casi 
Down in a modest postscript in her last. 
Some line, which to transactions may refer 
Of vital consequence perhaps to her, 
MttUida in reply, just scrawls, you know 
Along that slip on which the seal must go, 
' I 'm glad, or grieved, to hear of so and so.' 

How can she pardon such unkind neglects ? 
Why 't is poor human nature, she reflects ; 
Judging with kindness, candor, and good sense, 
Takes it fixim whence it comes, without offence: 
And she, with meekness gifted to endure 
The evil she laments, but cannot cure, 
Too wise to censure or resent the ill. 
Sees it, and smiles, as even friendship will ; 
Resolves to watch herself with double toil. 
And root the selfish weeds from nature's soiL 
— And so should we, for we are selfish all. 
Without one real exception since the &11. * 
Grood nature and good sense in some, 't is true. 
Do much the vicious temper to subdue ; 
While some, unwittingly allow its growth, 
Wlio yet might fair pretensions make to both. 
Of all impostors be least wisdom shows. 
Who can and does upon himself impose. 
Self-knowledge of all knowledge is ^e best ; 
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By moBt pretended, but by few poosesBed. 

That true philosophy not understood, 

The aim to do ourselves or others good, 

Proves weak ; — ^for they who to themselves are blind. 

Never attain the knowledge of mankind. 

But self-acquaintance is a certain guide ; 

That key unlocks ten thousand hearts beside ; 

There, in a glass, the common cast is shown ; 

— ^He knows the world who truly knows his own. 

The tattered wretch, who scrapes his idle tunes 
Through our dull streets on rainy afternoons ; 
The lawless nuisance of the king's highway. 
Houseless and fiiendless, wander where he may ; 
Suspected, spurned, unbound by social ties. 
With none to mourn or miss him when he dies ; 
StiU, to himself that vagrant man appears 
The central object of revolving spheres, 
Not less than he, who sweeps with regal robe 
Half the circumference of the peopled globe. 
All seem for him that eye or thought can view. 
The ground he treads, and heaven's ethereal blue. 
The sheltering hovel he has gained from far, 
And the fiunt glimmer of the utmost star. 
Nought he "regards by art or nature made, 
But as it serves his pleasure or his trade : 
Mankind, should he define them, this the sense, 
— ^Things bearing purses — ^purses yielding pence ; 
The ranging doors that meet his practised eye. 
But places seem where he may knock and tiy ; 
Where'er he stands, creation's dearest spot ; — 
For what were all to him if he were not ? 
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Fancies ^Mt import in its smail tMn, 
True, the f^losopher himwlf is caught 
Abeoifoed, at times^ in low and aelftdi tboogfat; 
But here the diflerance lies, that he can aimle 
At that contracted temper all the while ; 
And thence bia aoul, with glad transition, springs 
l^red and disgusted up to noMer things. 

Poor human nature ! whidKr sbould it flea^ 
Undone, infinn, and weak beyond degree. 
But to the well of life ? that heahfa^ tide. 
Whose waters, when by humble &ith applied. 
Raise up the impotent, restore the blind. 
And cure the inveterate maladies of mind. 
He knows, who fashioneth our hearts the same, 
Eveiy minutia of their inmost frame ; 
To which, in that blest volume he has writ. 
The line and precept admirably fit: 
They reach, not actions only, but the thought 
That tends to folly, — ^not alone are brought 
Against the act. that does our neighbor wrong, 
— ^They" teach the egotist to hold his tongue. 

How vainly may we follow and digest 
What human wits and moralists attest ; 
E'en those who studied human nature most, 
Shakspeare and Johnson, Locke and all the host; 
And even pore in vain on that bright page 
Which teaches and consoles from age to age ; 
Unless we come imploring help and cure. 
Guilty and impotent, and blind and poor, 
Adung for ' all things new, ' by fidth and prayer ; 

VOL. IV. 6 
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— Not with some fitde fiuling here and tfaerei 
Which, proving inoonvoiient where it aomdi^ 
We wish oompklBly taken off our handiy — 
But sedL, (aocsounting all beside it loas) 
A thorough renovation at the crofls. 
Tlien would the healing streams of mercy wind 
TVoughout the sickly mazes of the mind; 
Tlie weeds of seKishnesB would droop and die. 
And pkms of charity their place supply; 
"niat thiitftil stream, refiediing as it flows, 
WouM make the desert hkisBom as the rose. 



POETRY AND REALITY. 



The worldly minded, cast in common mould, 
With all his might pmmiing feme or gold, 
And towards that goal too vehemently hurled 
To waste a thought about another world, 
Has one advantage which yon lofly host. 
His inteUectual betters, mav not boast: 
Neither deceiving nor deceived, he knows 
He and religion are inveterate foes ; 
He loves it not, and making no pretence. 
He shows his honesty if not his sense. 

But we have seen a liigh-flown, mental thing, 
Ab fine and fi:agile as UbeUa^s wing, 
And soul and intellect, the ethereal mind 
Scarcely within its earthly house confined. 
On Heaven oft casting an enraptured eye. 
And paying compliments to the Most High ; 
And yet, though harsh the judgment seem to be, 
Ab far fi*om Heaven, as far from God, as he. 
Yes, might the bold assertion be forgiven, 
Apoefs soul may miss the road to Heaven ! 

— ^ is Sabbath morning, and at early hour 
The poet seeks his own sequestered bower: 
The shining landscape stretches full in view i 
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All Heaven is glowing with unclouded blue ; 

The hills lie basking in the sunny beams, 

Enriched with sprinkled hamlets, woods, and streams: 

And haik I from tower and steeple, here and there. 

The cheeiiiil chime bespeaks the hour of prayer. 

The poet's inmost soul responave swells 

To every change of those religious bells ; 

His fine eye ranging o'er the spacious scene, 

With ecstasy unutterably keen ; 

His mind exalted, melted, soothed, and free 

From earthly tunmlt, all tranquillity ; — 

If this is not devotion what can be? 

But, gentle poet, wherefore not repair 
To yonder temple ? God is worshipped there. 
Nay, wherefore should he ? — ^wherefo^ not addiesB 
The Gr^d of nature in that green recess, 
Surrounded by His works, and not confined 
To rites adapted to the vulgar mind ? 
There he can sit, and thence his soul may iise» 
Caught up in contemplation to the skies, 
And worship nature's God on reason's plan: 
— It is delusion, self-applauding man ! 
The God of nature is the God of grace ; 
The contrite spirit is his dwelling-place ; 
And thy proud offering, made by reason's light, 
Is all abomination in His sight 

Let Mm distinguish (if he can indeed) 
Wherein his differs from the deist's creed : — 
Oh, he approves the Bible, thinks it true, 
(No matter if he ever read it through) 
Admits the evidence that some reject^ 
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For the Messiah professes great respect^ 

And owns the sacred poets often climb 

Up to the standard of the true sublime. 

Is this then all ? is this the utmost reach 

Of what man learns when Grod descends to teach ? 

And IB this all — and were such wonders wrought, 

And tongues, and signs, and miracles, for nought? 

If this be all, his reason's utmost scope, 

Where rests his faith, his practice, and his hope ? 

* Deny thyself! ' — that precept, binding still 

As when first issued, how does he fulfil ? 

Where lies the cross that he would daily bear ? 

Where that reproach the Saviour's fiock must share ? 

What is the dear indulgence he denies ? 

Which of his virtues is a sacrifice ? 

Is it bis aim to keep the world at bay — 

Where then the faith that overcomes its sway ? 

How has he learned the easy yoke to take, 

And count all things but loss for Jesus' sake ? 

Nay, this is all irrational, absurd ; — 
And yet, it is the Bible, word for word : 
WeU, but it grates upon his classic ear ; — 
< He that hath ears to hear it, let him hear.' 
Ne'er could he take, his gentle lips within. 
So unpoetical a word as «tn ; 
He knows it not, and never felt its chains, 
While unmolested in his heart it reigns ; 
ffis self complacence is its own reward, — 
He wants not such a Saviour as the Lord.. 

Pride and indulgence, fiJlen naturels fhut, 
ReligioH strikes at, to the very root ;. 
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And thej, who dmw no soft emotion thence^ 
PossesB but half a soul, and want a sense: 
Yes, and the ChrMan poet feels its foree 
With double zest^ and tastes it at its source. 
— ^But mark our fond enthusiast where he strays ) 
In pensive musings glide his tranquil days ; 
In nature's beauties^ not content to find 
That bliss subordinate which Ck>d designed, 
— ^With soothing influence, mid corroding cttei^ 
To cheer the hour of leisure duty epeaeUf^ 
It is his very end, he asks no more^ 
To view, enjoy, invoke it, and adore : 
And deems hie aim and happiness well pkccd. 
Confounding pictoresqucy with moral taste. 

The village church, in reverend trees atiayed^ 
His favorite haunt — he loves that holy shade; 
And there be muses many an eve away, 
Though not with others, on the Sabbath day« 
Nor cares he bow they spend the sacred hour^ 
But — ^how niucb ivy grows upon the tower. 
Yes, the deluded poet can beUeve 
The soothing influence of a summer's evey^^ 
That sacred spot»--4he train of pensive thought. 
By osiered grave and sculptured marble broni^ 
The twilight gloom, the stillness of the hour. 
Poetic musings on a churchyard flower, 
The moonshine, solitude, and all the rest, 
Will raise devotion's flame within his breast t 
And while susceptive of the magic ^lell, 
Of sacred music, and the Sabbath bell, 
And each emotion mrture's form inspires^ 
He fimcies this is all tiMt Qod requireau 
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Imle«Nl, tb« Goffpd froald bkre been 
If mAn*fi derieiMi had not fee h otiT: 
For Unit which tunui poor DoococfonnaBi 
Tf#ii<^h(« pocrtic ^linir to the quick: 
—The gffthic edifice, the vaulted domer 
The tfyyff lxM|Meathed us liy our couan 
The |K;rrifK>ijfi fi^val, the splendid nte. 
The mellow window's soft and soothing 
The fjainted altar, and the white-robed 
(Thtmi gildeil kee|iHakes from the dying 
The silk(*n enmockf and the sable vest, 
Pleasf} liitri mi well that he endures the 
Like him, how many ! (could we make the aevch) 
Who while they hate the gospel, lore ^the Ghindi.* 

That Cloftpel, i>reached by Jesus to the pooiv 
Simple, sublime, and spiritual, and pure, 
Is not rotistructed, and was ne'er designed. 
To plenne the morbid, proud, romantic mind: 
1' is not in flowers, or fields, or fancy found ; 
Nc»r on Arrndinn, nor on holy ground; 
*T is not in poetry, 't is not in sound ; 
Not even wIkto thone infant lips respire 
A lioiiv<^n of nniHic from the fretted quire, 
CImnting the pmyer or praise in highest key. 
— 7\i dcwuj or JVon nobis Domine, 

— Our poet seeks retirement, and he goes. 
Not fVoni the world alone, but from its woesr 
'T is true ho weopn for crime — at least his muse; 
And sigliH for sorrows that he never views; 
Indulges languid wishes that mankind 
Were all {Kietical, and all refined; 
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Forms lofty schemes the flood of vice to stem, 
(But preachmg Jesus is not one of them ;) 
And thus in waking dreams, fi-om day to day. 
He wean his tranquil^ harmless life away. 
But true benevolence is on the wing ; 
T is not content to look sublime and sing 
It rises energetic, to perform 
The hardest task, or face the rudest storm. 

— Crossing the poet's sacred haunt, behold. 
One formed in other, and in ruder mould. 
Rapid his pace — and see, he checks it not. 
To gaze or muse on that sequestered spot: 
Perchance his eye, untutored, only sees 
In that fine shade, SL Something's church and trees; 
AU lost on him its magic, all in vain 
The bright reflection on the gotbic pane; 
Or, should he feel the charm, he will not stay, 
But mounts the stile, and plods his onward way. 
*I wonder, rustic stranger, who thou art! ' 
— ^m tell thee, gentle bard, with all my heart — 
A poor Itinerant — start not at the sound ! 
To yonder licensed bam his couiBe is bound; 
To christened heathens, upon Christian ground, 
To preach— or if you will, to rant and roar 
That Gospel news they never heard before. 
Two distant hamlets this same day have heard 
His warning voice, and now he seeks the third. 
No mitred chariot bears him rounds his See, 
Despised and unattended, journeys he ; 
And want and weariness, from day to day, 
Have sown the seeds of premature decay; 
There is a flush of hectic on his cheekfi 
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There is a deadly gasping when he speaks. 

— ^How many a rich one, leas diseased than he. 

Has aU that love can do, or doctor's fee; 

Nursed up and cherished with the fondest Gare, 

Screened from the slightest blast of eyening air; 

At noon, well muffled in his ermined gown. 

Takes his short airing with the glasses down ; 

Each novel dainty that his taste may suit, — 

The quivering jelly, or the cosdy finit, 

Love racks invention daily to present, 

And if he do but taste it, is content 

But not so he, nor such is his reward, 

Who takes his cross and follows Christ the Lord. 

— A brief coarse meal, at some unseemly board. 

Snatched as the hasty intervals sSbrd ; 

Fresh from the crowded preaching-house, to meet 

The keen night vapor, or the driving sleet ; 

And then the low damp bed, and yet the best 

The homely hamlet yields its weary guest ; 

And more than all, and worse than all to bear, 

Trial of cruel mockings everywhere, — 

That persecution, wliich is suffered still 

By those who love their Lord and do his will ; 

— Not such, indeed, as his forefathers saw, 

(Thanks to the sheltenng arm of civil law) 

But scorn, contempt, and scandal, and disgrace, 

Which hunt His followers still, from place to place ; 

— Such are the ills that wear his sickly frame 

But still he counts it joy to suffer shame. 

Yes, and he reaps the fruit of all his toil ; 
Jle BOWS the seed, and God has blessed the soil ; 
He sees the veicked man forsake his ways ; 
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The scoffing tongue has learned to perfect praise ; 
The drunken quits his revehy and strife, 
And meekly listens to the word of life ; 
The noisy village, wanton and pro&ne. 
Grows neat and decent, peace and order reign: 
At length, wide districts hail the Gospel rays, 
And the once savage miner kneels and prays ; . 
Through his dark caverns shines the heavenly light, 
And prejudice grows silent at the sight 

Now, let the light qf nofure-boasting man, 
< Do so with his enchantments,' if he can ! — 
Nay, let him slumber in luxurious ease. 
Beneath the umbrage of his idol trees. 
Pluck a wild daisy, moralize on that. 
And drop a tear for an expiring gnat. 
Watch the light clouds o'er distant hills that pass^ 
Or write a sonnet to a blade of grass. 



AIMS AT HAPPINESS. 



How oft has sounded whip and wheel. 
How oft is buckled spur to heel, 
How many a steed in short relay 
Stands harnessed on the king's highway, 
How many a pleasure-freighted sail 
Has danced before the sununer gale, 
How oft along the dusty road 
The long machine has borne its load, 
How many a step ! — and all to find 
What has no place but in the mind, 
(Unbound to ocean, earth, or air) ; 
And he who does not find it there, 
For what he seeks would vainly look, 
Though steersman made to Captain Cook, 



Panting for pleasure never yet possessed, 
Since restless man first sought an earthly rest, 
Fdix projected many a fair essay, 
To make life fritter pleasantly away ; 
And 't was his firm intent to range and roam 
For what, if found at all, is found at home. 



But stiU l ealaB ained betieath a tutor's eare^ 

No wonder that he could not find it there; 

And then, hia fither'a ivayt^ and mothei'a whiii^ 

Were most intolerable hores to him. 

But these 'are grievances which soon giv<e wbJj 

Fathers and mothers die— and so did they. : 

Now, with an incoroeof sufficiisnt size 

To gratify his wishes as they rise^ 

He wants fi>r nothing that can bliss confer^ 

Freedom nor g(rfd ; — ^* Well, are you happy, sip?' 

Hear him with peevish restlessness reply, 

— * Not yet, sir, but I shall be by and by. 

— I can 't endure this old paternal spot, 

Nor ever could, in &ot^^--I teU you what! 

I mean to sell the place and binld a cot' 

How h^)py they, whom poverty denies 
To execute the projectsthey devise! 
But JVJtr, well supplied with evil's root, 
Endured the penance while he plucked the fiuit 
— ^He sold his house, leleating all the while, 
And built his cottage, quite in cottage style; 
Each rural ornament was quick bespoke ; 
And down they came, all fresh from London SBioA^e.. 
The tasty trelhs o'er the front is seen, 
With rose and woodbine woven in between: 
Within, the well*paid artist lays it out, 
To \ock ten times more rural than without : 
The silver paper, or the stuccoed wall. 
Are here discarded — ^'tis enchantment, all^^ 
Arcadian landsci^ies, 'neath Italian skies 
Profusely glow, and ^ Alps o'er Alps arise ; ' 
In bngfat relief CofintfaiBD cdamBS fltsre, 
voi. IV. 6 
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For one to suit him, with a fine sea-view, 

He 's forced) at last, though not for want of cash, 

To take a shabby room and smgle sash ; 

Where, 'twixt two sloping roofe, there just may be 

A slice triangular of rolling sea ; 

A narrow stint ; and there he sits alone, 

Refireshed with zephyrs from the torrid zone, 

And watching all the morning, scarce can &il 

To spy a passing oar or distant sail : 

* How pleasant,' then, in languid tone, he '11 cry, 

* To sit and see the boats and ships go by ! ' 

Now 't is highwater, and with hundreds more, 
He goes to catch a breeze along the shore ; 
Or pace the crowded terrace, where one sees 
Fashion and folly, beauty and disease. 
— ^The waning belle, come dovni to sport her &ce. 
And try her fortune at a watering place ; 
The alderman, wheeled out in gouty chair; 
The love-sick ^1, sent down for change of air ; 
The sickly child^ to bathe his crippled knee ; 
The hopeless hectic, come to try the sea ; 
The queer-&ced artist, standing like a post, 
To watch th' efiect of sun-set on the coast: 
Then one, perchance, who difiers fix)m the rest, 
As much as — O, too much to be expressed — 
He, nature's genuine lover, casts his eye. 
Lit up with intellect, on sea and sky, 
Drinks in the scene, and feels his bosom sweU 
With what he could not, what he would not teU; 
(They would have star'd and sneer'd, or tho't hitn mad^ 
Or wondered at his oddness, if he had.) 
He goes unnoticed by the motley race ; 
But not so they — he has an eye to tiaoe 
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Tlitt lliitm ofchtraotflr in every ftoe. 
Ilin, nut thtt bruiul, uonMsaniiig, vaca 
lit) (li)itH hut tiirti Ui Mtudy nature tlieie: — 
*rim «tyii oi* NuiVmiig Votitunm not to 
holtuMM llio Ifiti^iit Hrtiirk of felf-coDceit, 
*riitt ttvttii itivli with lioptilttMi dulnew 
*rit(t wniiilVitiir ttyt*! Imipunking distant 
Tltt> Intintilil mnllts tliiit kU'ivoh to mnooth in ^ 
I^WlUhtM iMUilitiiMt^d by inocMnnt [min: 

Nur hUi llio (H)ld, Mivons HarcuMic quest; 
A \M\w |ihUni)tliii)py liitH wumuMi his breast: 
Aiul iimiiy u ^uiiMttUN Ni^h from thence will 
I^\m* ^vtM)it MUtl y\ctiH that he cannot heal. 



Mtmutiiiiti tilt) othnrwi thougli Uke him 
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Hut t^ul ill otniuimii objoctH cummon bliss. 
'I\» thom iIh^ ltt^A Is* wntor; and the sky 
In l\dl or Mni¥, thoy tinnk, and blue and high: 
^ IK^)^)iU\il, |U«H^}<Mnt« t^hnrininif«* all agree, 

TliHl oiMnt>»* ot* iHMirw\— one must admire the 
And \\wu iht\v ^)h> and turn, or stop to chat 
\\ Uh Miv, 7W« nntl tht^n witii Mr. That 



-And *»uoli wa« fWir — and he wondered still, 
Sitnoo \\^ WHM n«)ith(T ^<g^y« ^^^^^ i^^r ill, 
>Vhy Ittwn nw CH^unirv, villa, land, nor sea, . 
jyU«k> liiin asi liappy as lie wished to be. 
lu»ltH^d of wondering, had ho betni inclined 
IV «it and s|H>iHikite alwut his mind ; 
l>beit>rYe its inward work and native bent, 
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And trace the hidden springs of discontent; 

Mark its high destiny, and learn from thence, 

Not to insult it with the joys of sense, , 

— ^Then were he nearer to the envied goal, 

Than e'er before, with body versus soul : 

The very mental effort were a feast. 

Itself, akin to happiness at least. 

But this he knew not, and with fruitless aim^ 
Soon posted back no wiser than he came. 
The lessons taught at Disappointment's knee, 
8ome dunces cannot learn, nor more could he. 
Where next he sped to find the mystic spell, 
And how he failed, the time would fell to tell ; 
So, close his story with a little fiible. 
Hoping the muse will drop it on his table. 



A FABLE. 

One day a sage knocked at a chemist'is door. 
Bringing a curious compound to explore. — 
* Behold,' said he, as from his vest he drew it, 
'This Uttle treasure in a golden cruet: 
A life, a long one, for my locks are gray. 
In ceaseless toil has slowly passed away. 
To gain that treasure ; now my search must stop, 
And see, I have but saved this litde drop ! 
To know the worth and nature of the prize^ 
I bring it here for you to analyze. 
The best philosopher could never quite 
Its origin and essence bring to li^t ;. 

6» 



BdC joa, tfaqr WKfj by 
Reduce aU wdhnnnrrn to smpfte pBiiB: 
— ^Your DomeDdaiDie cihiefBi, v, fiom lii% 
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And DOW the karsed cbcnsiit mnm to 
With what this ciirioui ttufT would coakaee: 
He sprinkled first a layer of golden dust, 
But tbie reecMled, aad seemed l» Reader lUit; 
Then suodry esBeared id turn appiiw; 
Distilled firom all that golden dust supplies; 
— Castles and TiHas, titfes, ▼assals^ land. 
Coaches joid cyrridesy and ibuiB-iA-hand ; 
Silks, jewels, equipages, parties, playa^ 
Madeira, venison, turtle-soup, and praise ; 
But strove in vain a union to produce 
With one of these, and that small drop of juice : 
As though impatient of the vain essay, 
It did but effervesce and fume away. 

With more success the chemist next imparts 
Extracts from the beUes lettres and the aits. 
No sooner do they reach it, tlian he sees 
It has some small affinity with these ; 
But yet, his nicest skill could not prevent 
A large residuum of discontent. 

Two curious phials next he brings to view. 
The first bright green, the next of roseate hue ; 
And first unstopped them with the greatest care. 
For when exposed to atmospheric air 
They fi^quently evaporate, and vain 
All efforts then to bottle them again. 
Essence of firiendship fipom the former flows 
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And though the drop it did not decompose, 
The chemiit said, it rather seemed to ^x^ 
Or float upon the sur&ce, than to mix. 

Long from the next a tremhliag drop suspends^ 
— ^That roseate phial — and at last descends ; 
'Ah,' cried the chemist, with reviving glee, 
* A perfect coalition here I see ! 
Distilled fh)m love this gentle fluid came ; — 
And then he told the sage its Latin name; 
Then looked again, to watch the process ob. 
But found, alas ! the sage's prize was gone ! 
The sudden contact caused a heat extteme 
It could not Ixookf so passed away in steaoo. 
Alone the essence pale and watery lay ; — 
The sage demands his treasure with dismay ; 
They search the cruet, €um1 behold it iud, 
At last, in pearly dii^ps up<m the lid. 

Though foiled, the patient chemist will not stop, 
But aiming still to decompose the drop, 
A potent acid cautioudy applies. 
And straight it separates in wondrous wise. 
Now, first appears at bottom of the phial 
A large precipitate of self-denial ; 
Of patience, next, a copious layer is laid ; 
Of conscience, twenty scruples nicely weighed ; 
Humility and charity, they find 
With half a dram of self-esteem combined ; 
Prudence, attached to enecgy of soul, 
And moderation to oonrect the whole ; 
Feeling aad taste in airy gas unite, 
And knowledge rises in a flime of light 
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—We took our work, and went, you see, 
To take an early cup of tea. 
We did BO now and then, to pay 
The fiiendly debt, and so did they. 
Not that our friendship burnt so bright 
That all the world could see the li^t; 
"T was of the ordinary genttSj 
And litde love was lost between us: 
We loved, I thmk, about as true 
As such near neighbors mostly do. 

At first, we all were somewhat diy ; — 
Mamma felt cold, and so did I : 
Indeed, that room, sit where you will. 
Has draught enough to turn a miU. 

* I hope you 're warm,' says Mrs. G. 

* O, quite so,' says mamma, says she ; 

* I '11 take my shawl off by and by.' — 

* This room is always warm,' says L 

At last the tea came up, and sa. 
With that, our tongues began to go. 
Now, in that house you 're sure of knowing 
The smallest scrap of news that's going ; 
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We find it ihere the wisest way 
To take- some care of what we say. 

— Says she, < there's dreadful doings still 
In that affair about the finll ; 
For now the folks in Brewer's Street 
Don't speak to Jam€8% when they meet 
Poor Mrs. Sam sits all alone, 
And frets herself to skin and bone. 
For months she managed, she declares, 
All the old gentleman's afiOurs ; 
And always let him have his way, 
And never left him night nor day ; 
Waited and watched his every look, 
And gave him every drop he took. 
Dear Mrs. iSam, it was too bad ! 
He might have left her all he had.' 

*' Pray ma'am,' says I, < has poor Miss A. 
Been left as handsome as they say ? ' 
*My dear,' says she, * 't is no such thing, 
She 'd nothing but a mourning ring. 
But is it not uncommon mean. 
To wear that rusty bombazeen ! ' 
' She had,' says I, ^tne very same. 
Three years ago, for — what 's his name ? '— 
*The Duke of Brunswick^ — ^very true. 
And has not bought a thread of new, 
I 'm positive,' said Mrs. G. — 
So then we laughed, and drank our tea. 

' So,' says mamma, < I find it 's true 
What Capiain P. intends to do ; 
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To hire that house, or else to buy — ^ 
'Close to the tan-yard, ma'am,' says I ; 
*Upon my word it's very strange, 
I wish they may n't repent the change ! ' 

* My dear,' says she, * 'tis very well 
You know, if ihey can bear the smelL' 

*Miss F.' says I, < is said to be 
A sweet young woman, Mrs. G.' 

* O, excellent ! I hear,' she cried ; 
*0, truly so ! ' mamma replied. 

*How old should you suppose her, pray? 
She 's older than she looks, they say.' 
*■ Really,' says I, ' she seems to me 
Not more than twenty-two or three.' 

* Oh, then you 're wrong,' says Mrs. G. 

* Their upper servant told our Jane^ 
She '11 not see twenty-nine again.' 

* Indeed, so old ! I wonder why 
She does not maiTy, then,' says I ; 

* So many thousands to bestow, 
And such a beauty, too, you know.' 

* A beauty ! O, my dear Miss B. 
You must be joking, now,' says she ; 

* Herjigure's rather pretty,' * Ah ! 

That 's what /say,' replied mamma. 

* Miss F.' says I, * I 've understood, 
Spends all her time in doing good : 
The people say her coming down 
Is quite a blessing to the town.' 
At that our hostess fetched a sigh. 
And shook her head ; and so, says I, 
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* It 's very kind of her, 1 'm sure, 
To be so generous to the poor.' 

* No doubt,' says she, * 't is very true ; 
Perhaps there may be reasons too : — 
You know some people like to pass 
For patrons with the lower class.' 

And here 1 break my story's thread, 
Just to remark, that what she said. 
Although 1 took the other part. 
Went like a cordial to my heart 

Some inuendos more had passed, 
Till out the scandal came at last 

* Come then, I '11 tell you something more,' 
Says she, — ^ Eliza, shut the door. — 

I would not trust a creature here. 
For all the world, but you, my dear. 
Perhaps it 's false — I wish it may, 
— But let it go no further, pray ! ' 

* O,' says mamma, * You need not fear, 
We never mention what we hear.' 

* Indeed we shall not, Mrs. G.' 
Says I, again, impatiently : 

And so, we drew our chairs the nearer, 

And whispering, lest the child should hear her, 

She told a tale, at least too long. 

To be repeated in a song ; 

We, panting every breath between, 

With curiosity and spleen. 

And how we did enjoy the sport ! 

And echo eveiy fiiint report. 
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And answer every cancel doubt, 
And turn her motiTes inside out, 
And each reputed Tirtne hide, 
Tin we were fully BStiBfied ! 

— ^Thus having brought it to a ckMB, 
In great good humor, we arose. 
Indeed, h was more than time to go, 
Our boy had been an hour below. 
So, warmly pressing Mrs. G. 
To fix a day to come to tea. 
We muffled up in cloak and plaid, 
And trotted home behind the lad. 



THE SQUIRE'S PEW. 



A SLANTiNe ray of evening light 
Shoots through the yellow pane ; 

It makes the &ded crimson bright, 
And gilds the fringe again : 

The window's gothic frame-work ftJls 

In oblique shadow on the walls. 

And since those trappings first were new 

How many a cloudless day, 
To rob the velvet of its hue. 

Has come and passed away ! 
How many a setting sun hath made 
That curious lattice- work of shade ! 

Crumbled beneath the hillock green 
The cunning hand must be. 

That carved this fi:etted door, I ween, 
Acorn, and JUwr-deAia ; 

And now the worm hath done her part 

In mimicking the chisel's art 

— ^In days of yore (as now we call) 
When the first James was king. 
The courtly knight fit)m yonder hall 
Hither his train did bring ; 
vol.. IT. 7 
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An seated round in Older doe, 

With broidei'd nit ind bockled flhoe. 



On damask cushioDs^ set in 

An reverently they kndt: 
Pniyer4M>ok8, with brazen haq> and hinge^ 

In ancioit English ep^ 
Each holding in a lily hand, 
Re^wnsiTe at the priest's coniinand« 

— Now, streaming down the vaulted nviin. 

The sunbeam, long and lone, 
Illumes the characters awhile 

Of their inscription stone ; 
And there, in maible hard and cold. 
The knight and aU his tram behold. 

Outstretched together, are expressed 

He and my lady fiur ; 
With bands uplifted on the breast. 

In attitude of prayer ; 
Long visaged, clad in armor, he,— 
With ruffled arm and bodice, she. 

Set forth in order ere they died. 
The numerous ofl^ring bend ; 

Devoutly kneeling side by side. 
As though they did intend 

For past omissions to atone, 

By saying endless prayers in stone. 

Those mellow days are past and dim, 
But generations new, 
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In regular descent from bim, 
Have filled the stately pew ; 
And in the same succession go, 
To occupy the vault below. 

And now, the polished, modem squire, 

And his gay train appear. 
Who duly to the hall retire, 

A season, every year, — 
And fill the seats with belle and beau, 
As 't was so many years ago. 

Perchance, all thoughtless aa they tread 

The hollow sounding floor. 
Of that dar^ house of kindred dead, 

Which shall, as heretofore. 
In turn, receive, to silent rest, 
Another, and another guest,—* 

The feathered hearae and sable train^ 

In all its wonted state. 
Shall wind along the village lane^ 

And stand before the gate ; 
— ^Brought many a distant county throu^ 
To join the final rendezvous. 

And when the race is swept away, 

All to their dusty beds, 
StiU shall the mellow evening ray 

Shine gaily o'er their heads ; 
While other feces, fresh and new, 
Shall occupy the squire's pew« 
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T 18 thus Education (so called in our sehools) 
With costly ma;terials, and capital tools, 
Sits down to her work, if you duly reward her, 
And sends it home finished according to order. 

See French and Italian spread out on her lap ; 
Then Dancing springs up, and skips into a gap ; 
Next Drawing and aU its varieties come, 
Sewed down in their place by her finger and thumb. 

And then, for completing her fencifut robes. 
Geography, Music, the use of the Globes, 
&c. &c. which, match as they will. 
Are sewn into shape, and set down in the bilL 

Thus Science distorted, and torn into bits, 
Art tortured, and fiightened half out of herwitSj 
In portions and patches, some light and some shady, 
Are sdched up together, and make a young lady. 
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A BUST towD, mid Britain's isle, 

Beliold in &ncy's eye ; 
With lower, and spire, and civie pile^ 

Beneath a summer sky ; 

And orchard, garden, field, and park. 
And grove, and sunny wall ; 

And ranging buildings, light and daik, 
Ai eveuing shadows &1L 

Then Hstton to the ceaseless din 
or hnuHiior, saw, and crane ; 

And trat)ic (tassing out and in, 
From alloy, street, and lane : 

The 8ouiul, witliout a pause between. 
Of tiH)t, and wheel, and hoof; 

The inanulaoture^s loud machine 
From yonder lengthened roof: 

And ohiUireu at their evening sports, 

Paradmg to and fro ; 
A88onibled ui the quiet courts 

Of yonder cottage row. 
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Gay streets display their shining waxes 

To eveiy roving eye, 
As, eager in their own affidrs, 

The busy tribes go by. 

And ah ! what ¥aried forms of wo, 

What hope .and fear are jfound ; 
What passions rise, what scandals grow. 

Within this narrow bound ! 

To pass the peaceful dwellings by. 

No stranger eye might guess 
Those scenes of joy and agony, 

.Of .discord and distress. 

Pain writhes within those stately walls ; 

Here pallid want hath been ; 
That casement, where the curtain falls. 

Shows death has entered in. 

The dwelling, ranging next to this, 

A youthful group displays ; 
Elate they seem with present bliss, 

And hope of distant days. 

There, at her chamber- window high, 

A lonely nudden sits ; 
Its casement fronts the western sky. 

And balmy air admits : 

And while her thoughts have waadered fiir 
From all she hears and sees, 
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She gazes on the evening star 
That twinkles through the trees. 

Is it to watch the setting sun 
She does that seat prefer ? — 

Alas ! the maiden thinks of one 
Who never thinks of her. 

But lively is the street below. 
And ceaseless is the hum, 

As some intent on pleasure go, 
On schemes of profit some. 

Now widening seems the stream to be^ 
As evening stretches o'er; 

Plebeian tribes, from toil set firee. 
Pour forth fix)m every door. 

A school, arranged in order due,^ 
(Before the sun goes down) 

Lady and lady, two and two, 
Comes winding through the tovni. 

And what drives up to yonder door 
The gaping crowd among? 

A wedding train of chaises four. 
And all the bells are rung. 

The laden wagon tinkles by, 

The post is going out, 
The lights are lit, the coaches plj 

To tavern, ball, and rout 
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Thus closed that meny summer's day ; 

And would you ask me how 
You might the busy scene survey, 

And see those feces now ? — 

Then hither turn — yon waving grass 
And mould'ring stones will show ; 

For these transactions came to pass 
A hundred years ago. 
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There was a youth — ^but wo is me • 
I quite forgot his name, and he 
Without some label round his neck, 
Ib like one pea among a peck. 
Go search the country up and down, 
Port, city, village, parish, town, 
And, saving just the face and name, 
You shall behold the veiy same 
Wherever pleasure's train resorts, 
From the Land's End to Johnny Groatt^; 
And thousands such have swelled the herd. 
From WiUiam, down to George the Third. 

To life he started — thanks to &te, 
In contact with a good estate : 
Provided thus, and quite at ease, 
He takes for granted all he sees ; 
Ne'er sends a thought, nor lifts an eye, 
To ask what am I ? where ? and why ? — 
All that is no affair of his. 
Somehow he came— ^md there he is ! 
Without such philosophic stufi^ 
Alive and well, and that 's enough. 

Thoughts! why, if all that crawl like tralnft 
Of caterpillars through his brains, 
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With every syllable let fall, 

Bon mot, and compliment, and all, 

Were melted down in furnace fire, 

I doubt if shred of golden wire, 

To make, amongst it all would linger, 

A ring for Tom Thumb^a litde finger. 

Yet, think not that he comes below 

The modem, average ratio — 

The current coin of fashion's mint — 

The common, ball-room-going stint 

Of trifling cost his stock in trade is. 

Whose business is to please the ladies ; 

Or who to honors may aspire 

Of a town beau or country squire. 

The cant of fashion and of vice 

To learn, slight effort will suffice ; 

And he was furnished with that knowledge, 

Even before he went to college. 

And thus, without the toil of thought, 

Favor and flattery may be bought 

No need to win the laurel, now, 

For lady's smile or vassal's bow ; 

To lie exposed in patriot camp, 

Or study by the midnight lamp* 

Nature and art might vainly strive 
To keep his intellect alive. . 
— ^ would not have forced an exclamation 
Worthy a note of admiration, 
If he had been on Gibeon's hill. 
And seen the sun and moon stand stilL 
What prodigy was ever known 
To raise the pitch of fiushion's tone I 
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Aw taUee^ stablest twrenifl^ raceo;^ 
The thingB of which he most afraid is, 
Are tradesman's tnlls, and learned ladies: 
He deems the first a grievous bore, 
But loathes the latter even more 
Than solitude or rainy weather, 
Unless they happen both together. 

Soft his existence rolls away, 
To-monroy plenteous as to-day : 
He lives, enjoys, and lives anewy — 
And when he dies, — ^what shaU we do ! 



Down a close street, whose darksome shops display 
Old clothes and iron on both sides the way ; 
Loathsome and wretched, whence the eye in pain. 
Averted turns, nor seeks to view again ; 
Where lowest dregs of human nature dwell. 
More loathsome than the rags and rust they sell, — " 
A pale mechanic rents an attic floor ; 
By many a shattered stair you gain the door : 
'TIS one poor room, whose blackened walls are hung 
With dust that settled there when he was young. 
The rusty grate two massy bricks displays, 
To fill the sides and make a fiugal blaze. 
The door unhinged, the window patched and broke. 
The panes obscured by half a century's smoke : 
There stands the bench at which his life is spent. 
Worn, groov'd, and bored, and worm-devour'd, and bent, 
Where daily, undisturbed by foes or fiiends, 
In one unvaried attitude he bends. 
His tools, long practised, seem to understand 
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Scarce lev their functions, than his own nfjbl 
With these he drives his craft with patient skill; 
Year after year would find him at it stilix 
The noisy world around is changing all, 
War felloe's peace, and kingdoms rise and fidl ; 
France rages now, and Spain, and now the Tuik; 
Now \ictmy sounds ; — but there he sits at wnric! 
A man might see him so, then bid adieu ! — 
Make a long voyage to China or Peru ; 
There traffic, settle, build ; at length might come^ 
Ahf^red, and old, and weatherbeaten home^ 
And find him on the same square foot of floor 
On which he left him twenty years before. 
— The vpiy attitude, and bench, and stool, 
The same quick movement of his cunning tool; 
The measured distance *twixt his knees and chin. 
As though he had but stepp'd just out snd in. 

Snch is his ftte— and yet you might desciy 
A latent spark of meaning in his eye. 
— That rrowdiil shel^ beside his bench, contains 
Ono oKi. worn, volume that employs his brains i 
With alp(*l>rRio lore its page is spread, 
Whwr 41 and h contend with x and z : 
St-***'; b> T^ino ftwknf from an Oxford hall, 

-8(^)ic^>t b> the pound upon a broker's stalL 
t%r fhii« ti i!« hiiB ;«olo delight to pore, 
f'S*> »mi lar<\ \s'\^n working time is o'er: 
>^" <^i\ h^ i^ops bewiUlered and perplex'd, 
^1 %\nx^ ha!>i problem in the learned text; 
TN'^cvmtr hR« hand upon his puzzled brain, 
^^ what the duUest school-boy could explain. 
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From needful sleep the precious hour he saves, 
To give his thirsty mind the stream it craves: 
There, with his slender rush beside him placed. 
He drinks the knowledge in with greedy haste. 
At early morning, when the frosty air 
Brightens Orion and the northern Bear, 
His distant window mid the dusky row. 
Holds a dim light to passenger below. 
—A light more dim is flashing on his mind, 
That shows its darkness, and its views confined. 
Had science shone around his early days. 
How had his soul expanded in the blaze ! 
But penury bound him, and his mind in vain 
Struggles and writhes beneath her iron chain. 

— At length the taper &des, and distant cry 
Of early sweep bespeaks the morning nigh ; 
Slowly it breaks, — and that rejoicing ray 
That wakes the healthful country into day. 
Tips the green hills, slants o'er the level plain. 
Reddens the pool, and stream, and cottage pane. 
And field, and garden, park, and stately haD, — 
Now darts obliquely on his wretched wall. 
He knows the wonted signal ; shuts his book, 
Slowly consigns it to its dusty nook ; 
Looks out awhile, with fixt and absent stare. 
On crowded roo&, seen through the foggy air; 
Stirs up the embers, takes his sickly draught, 
Sighs at his fortunes, and resumes his craft. 
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PiLeEfMf who journey in the narrow waj. 
Should go at little cumber'd as they may. 
*T in heavy lailing with a freighted ship ; 
*T ia pteaaant travelling with a sto^T and scrip. 
Gold clogs the path, dispose it how we wiD ; 
Makes it fatiguing as we climb the hill : 
And 't b but here and there you may deaery 
The cancel passing through the needleVi eye. 



' Love not the world ' — ^most mereifbl 
That makes its friendship enmity to Thee ! 
Oh, if God had not said it,— did I know 
Some way to bliss through luxury and show ; 
Might I have followed Christ to heaven's door. 
With gold and purple, in my co€u;h and four ; 
I dare not choose it — I would rather wait 
A safer convoy at the rich man's gate. 

See yonder modem mansion, light and fair. 
Reared just beyond the taint of London air: 
But not beyond, by many a dale and hill, 
The taint of manners more unwholesome still. 
Wide spreads in front the sofl and sloping lawn, 
With carriage roads in sweeping cities drawn : 
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The ample gardens, neat and well disposed, 

Stretch far behind, by nectared waUs enclosed ; 

The shrubbery-walks in serpent windings run ; 

The costly greenhouse blazes in the sun. 

Rare fruits and flowers the gardener's skill employ, 

More than the pampered owners can enjoy. 

Within, a palace shines, superbly planned ; 

No pains nor cost were spared to make it grand: 

Our thrifty merchants, fifty years ago. 

Nor thought, nor dreamed of such a stately show. 

The bloated master stalks delighted thence. 

Proud of the thing, more proud of the expense. 

Here dwells an old professor in his nest, 
With comely wife and dashing daughters blest 
They, fresh from school, with all the native graces 
They once possessed, quite polished off their faces ; 
A trifling, useless, unharmonious train, 
Accomplished, artificial, showy, vain ; 
In all they do and say, and look and wear. 
Aping the rank they were not bom to bear : 
And she, his help-meet, ever in her pride,. 
Teasing and pleading on the woHdLy side ; — 
Such is his household, such perchance, that he 
Would blush to ask the Apostle Pond to tea. 
— ^Not that the show and fashion of a place, 
Itself could certify the want of grace ; 
(Though bounds there are, so wise and safe to keep, 
That watchfiil Christians rarely overleap :) 
But 't is his soul, retaining earthly leaven, 
Would &in keep terms and compromise witb Heayen ; 
Striving, with pain, in Zion's paths to plod. 
But holding Mammon for his household god. 

8* 
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Thus lives our merchant and his hopefiil trai^ 
Bound to the world, nor would they break the cbaiQw 
Its laws they own, its stamp and image bear. 
There lies their portion, and their hearts are there. 
Where then appears the &ith they yet profess ?*- 
Not in their looks, their language, or their dress ; 
But some cold forms remain, and some restraints^ 
To keep their name and place among the saiius. 
They seldom dance ; they never play at cards ^ 
One day in seven he duly still regards : 
That tasty chapel, twice on Sabbath day. 
Sees him and his, set out in fair array. 
And much they praise — the ladies and their are, 
The favorite preacher whom they all admire ; 
— Some sofl, and sleek, and seraph-spdsen boy, 
The rabble's wouder and tlie ladies' toy ; 
Snatched immature fironi academic bowers. 
To dress up truth in artificial flowers. 

Besides, our fair professor's name behold, 
On neat Esquired committee-lists enrolled. 
And long subscription-rows, that bring to hght 
Name, place, donation, and the annual mite ; 
Duly proclaiming every right hand deed. 
Trusting the left has never learned to read. 
A little gold, a morning or a day. 
Spent in the cause, he freely gives away : 
Perhaps, his pious z;eal may even reach 
The neat dimensions of an annual ^eech, 
Gliding in well turned compliments along. 
To every titled Christian in the throng. 
The ladies too, his daugliters, draw up rules 
For lady-charitie^ and Sunday schools; 
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Set down their names, their fair committees call ; 
Busy and pleased, if they may manage ail. 
Meantime, the pious bustle, praised and told, 
Has cost them nothing but their father's gold. 

How customs and opinions change their place ! 
Religion, now, is scarcely in disgrace : 
Her outward signs, at least, will even raise 
Your credit high in these convenient days. 
Fashion, herself the cause of virtue pleads^ 
fiecomes chief patroness of pious deeds. 
And lets us e'en pursue, without restraint, 
What once had stamped us puritan and sainL 
The good is done, — let fashion bear her part. 
And claim the praise, with all the Christian's heart : 
Motives are all in Heaven's impartial eye ; 
But 't is not ours to doubt and give the lie : 
Let each grant credit to his neighbor's share. 
But analyze his own with utmost care. — 
That thus the scale is turned, the praise is due 
To Him, who hears and owns the righteous few ; 
Whose silent prayers and labors Heaven employs 
To do the good, while others make the noise. 

— ^ is trite to praise the country's green ietreal% 
Opposed to city smoke and noisy streets ; 
And scores of epithets, all ready strung, 
That theme will furnish to be said or sung. 
The limpid streamlet and the whispering breeze 
Slip into rhyme with such spontaneous ease, 
That he must be an humble scribe indeed, 
Who could not write it — or who loves to read. 
Trite though it be, it is a task I choose ; 
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As each were striving for a near approach — 
Climax of giandeur ! — to the lord mayor's coach. 
— ^How sh(»t the triumph, many a prison cell, 
And many a pining fiunily could telL — 
The bridal equipage, in half a year 
Brought to the hammer of the auctioneer, 
Suffices not to liquidate the debt, 
And fame's last bugle sounds in the CkaetU ; 

Regions of intellect! serenely fiiir, 
Hence let us rise, and breathe your purer air. 
— ^There shine the stars ! one intellectual glance 
At that bright host, — on yon sublime expanse, 
Uight prove a cure ; — ^welJ, say they, let them riiine 
With all our hearts, — but let ua dress and dine. 

There are, above the petty influence placed. 
By human science and a mental taste. 
The man who feels the dignity of thought. 
By culture much refined, by science taught, 
To lovttd puffsuits devoted, looks below 
With true contempt upon the paltry show : 
Compared with those in pleasure's vortex hurled, 
He loves it not, and lives above the worid. 

But happier he, who views the toys of time 
From loftier heights, fi^m regions more sublime ; 
Who walks with Grod while yet he sojourns here ; 
His hopes still climbing to a brighter sphere. 
— ^Is he of wealth and earthly good possessed ? 
He takes Heaven's bounty with a cheerfiil zest 
His quarrel with the world you might not note 
Erom texture, cut, or coIch* of his coat ; 
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Taught fix)m the very cradle to despise 

The wish for more than hunger's claim supplies. 

A pampered body, and a vigorous mind, 

Are things, he deems, that cannot be combined; 

And aiming thus the mental string to brace) 

He rears a hardy, independent race. 

His girls, a blooming train, their home adorn ; 
Simply attired, and cheerful as the mom : 
Industrious, active, frugal, like their sire ; 
Trained to resist each frivolous desire ; 
To scorn the trifles that the sex pursues, 
And rise superior to its petty views. 
Slighdy accomplished, but their minds are fraught 
With taste and knowledge, and inured to thought. 
Year after year, four precious hours a day, 
Is thought by him too dear a price to pay 
E'en for that art, which all the world reveres, 
Up from the tradesman's daughter to the peer's. 
Yet not with narrow, much mistaken view^ 
Would he deny them mental culture too ; 
Though vulgar zealots love to state the case, 
That human learning is a foe to grace ; 
And rear their ill-bred, rude, illiterate youth, 
To loathe their shackles, and despise the truth. 

Religion here, in all her native grace, 
Shines out serene in every heart and frice : 
Nor e'er is banished, though pursuits may claim 
Attention oft, that do not bear her name. 
Thus he adorns the doctrine he avows ; 
Thus in the fear of God, he guides his house. 
And while it prospers, that memorial word, — 
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* The poor are always with you,' still is heard. 
The huDgry throng that crowd his open gate. 
Not there, like Lazarus, unregarded wait; 
Since each expensive pleasure is denied, 
Which while it starves the needy, pampers pride. 
Many condemn his plan, and many deem 
He carries things to an absurd extreme ; 
Think he might live in style, and yet afford 
A decent crum from his superfluous board : 
— Still there were other poor, and still the sums 
That style would cost, might fhmish other crums. 
T is thus he argues, thus that order reads, 
*' Sell all thou hast, and give to him that needs.' 
At that hard saying, many turn away ; 
Let him who can, receive it, and obey. 

Oh, for a soul magnanimous, to know 
Poor world, thy littleness, and let thee go ! 
Not with a gloomy, proud, ascetic mind, 
That loves thee still, and only hates mankind ; 
Reverse the line, and that my temper be, 
— To love mankind, and pour contempt on thee ! 
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— ^BuT if the foe no more without presides, 
There is on inner chamber whereat hides ; 
In that strong hold prepares its last defence ; 
And none but heavenly arms can drive it thence. 
This is the CharistiarCs conflict, — ^he alone 
Pursues its flight to that interior throne. 
This is the test that makes his title clear ; 
For only they approve their aim sincere, 
Who seek the flattering world to dispossess 
Where none but God and conscience have access. 
All modes by man devised to purchase bliss, 
Full well he knows are cheaper &r than this: 
Hence the attempt, with penance, pain, and loss, 
And prayers, and alms, to frame a lighter cross. 

To travel bare-foot to some hallowed shrine, 
If this would do, how soon should Heaven be mine ! 
— ^To walk with God ; resigning every weight. 
To run with patience up to Zion's gate ; 
To hold affections fixt on things above ; 
To value heavenly more than earthly love ; 
To dread the fix)wn of God's discerning eye. 
More than the world's opprobrious calumny ; 

VOL. IV. 9 



98 THE WORLD IN THE HEART. 

To keep &ith's prospects prominent and clear ; 
To seek not rest, nor wish to find it here ; 
Ib harder work — ^too hard for arms Uke oufb, 
Opposed by principalities and powers, 
Had not our leader promised to supply 
Helmet and shield from Heaven's own wmoiy. 

A ceaseless round of duty to fUlfil, 
Leaves the world's empire unmolested still ; 
Nor more effective every outward way, 
By which we seek to disavow its sway. 
The downcast look, grave habit, slow address, 
Are vain attempts to make the labor less ; 
There is an intoard army to pursue ; 
A mere external conflict will not do. 

They who sincerely bid the world depart 
Not only from the house, but from the hearty 
Retreating wisely, where its torrent roars, 
And anxious still to shut it out of doors, 
Contract their wishes to the sober size 
Of fire-side comfort, and domestic ties ; 
Yet they should deem the batUe but begun, 
Nor think at such light cost the victory won. 
Whatever passes as a cloud, between 
The mental eye of faith and things unseen, 
Causing tliat better world to disappear, 
Or seem unlovely, and the present dear, 
That is our world, our idol, though it bear 
Affection's impress, or devotion's air. 

They who the quiet walks of life may choose, 
Partly for Heaven's sake, partly for the muse ; 
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Whose tosfe had led them from the giddy tram, 

Even if oooBcience did not say < refitlin ; ' 

Though wise and good the choice, had need beware, 

They shun an obvious, for a hidden snare : 

The fair, bright paths of wit and learning may 

Lead off directly from the narrow way. 

The pride of intellect, the conscious height 

The soul attains to in her mental flight, 

At length may cause a less exalted seat 

To seem too lowly at the Saviour's feet 

Music, the pencil, nature, books, the muse. 

Have charms, and Heaven designed them for our use ; 

Yet who that knows and loves them, but could tell 

The world disguised in aU, in each may dwell. 

With charm as fatal, with a spell as strong, 

As that which circles pleasure's vacant throng. 

'T is true : and therefore some pronounce in haste, 
(Urged less by conscience than by want of taste) 
A sweeping censure on the cultured mind ; 
And safety hope in ignorance to find. 
Alas ! they know not how the world can cheat; 
Or rather, know not their own heart's deceit: 
The ground that lies uncultured and unsown, 
With rampant weeds is quickly overgrown. 
And they who leave the mental field undrest. 
Deeming all knowledge useless but the best, 
And give those hours that duty freely spares. 
Not to superior, but to vulgar cares, 
Will find these lead from heavenly converse back. 
Not less than those, and by a meaner track. 
T was by no menial feast, no studious thought. 
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Her soul was cumberefl^ and her Loni finq^oiv 
Who Umt the unction of Ejb graciotai woBd, 
Whiefa^ waiting at ffia teet, anothar hemL 
Those toils en j^u a ami her that may hold tbe 
In cioaeat bondage &nm the better part : 
And though that board was spread Ibr sncfa. a 
Aa none may now bid welcome to a Ssaat,. 
Her goeat, her Lord reproved her, aa He w3k 
The bu^ Marthas^ serving, cumboed atilL 



Ask. the goo«i honsewife, mid her ^"■^^'wg' 
If ne'er the warid her humbler sphoe 
But i£ ( uQconanous of its secret sway^) 
She own it not, her eager Looks betray. 
Ye&f there you find it, spite of locks and 
ffid in the store-rnoni with her jams and 
It gilds her china, in her cupboard ^lineat 
Works at the vent-peg of her homanode 
Each varied dainty to her board suppfiesy 
And comes np anoking in her Christmas 



The charms of mental converse some may fear, 
Wflo scruple not to lend a ready ear 
To kitchen tales, ot* scan<laL strite, and k>ve. 
Which make the maid and mistress hand and giovt; 
And ever deem the sin and danger less, 
Merely for being in a vulgar dress. 

Thus the world haunts, in forms of varied kind. 
The intellectual and the groveling mind ; 
Now, sparkling in the muse's fair attire. 
Now, red and busy at the kitchen fire. 
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And wdre you called to give a casting voice, 
One to select, from such a meagre choice, 
Deciding which life's purpose most mistook — 
Would you not say, — the worldly minded cookf 
Not intellectual vanity to flatter ; 
— Simply, that mind precedence claims of matter. 

And she, whose nobler course is seen to shine. 
At once, with human knowledge and divine ; 
Who, mental culture and domestic rites 
In close and graceful amity unites ; 
Striving to hold them in their proper place. 
Not interfering with her heavenly race ; 
Whose constant aim it is, and fervent prayer, 
On earthly ground to breathe celestial air ; — 
Still, she could witness how the world betrays. 
Steals softly in by unsuspected ways. 
Her yielding soul from heavenly converse beans. 
And holds her captive in its silken snares. 
Could she not tell the trifles, that are brought 
To rival Heaven, and drive it from her thought? 
— ^Her heart (unconscious of the flow'ry trap) 
Caught in the sprigs upon a baby*s cap i 
Thence disengaged, its freedom boasts awhile,. 
Till taken captive by the baby's smile. 

But oh, how mournful when resistance ftils^ 
The conflict slackens, and the foe prevails ! 
For instance — ^yonder matron, who appears 
Softly descending in the vale of years ; 
And yet, with health, and constant care bestowed, 
Still comely, em&cmpofn/, and d la mode, 

9* 
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Once, in her youthful days, her heart was warm ; 

At least, her feelings wore devotion's form ; 

And ever since, to quell the rising doubt, 

She makes that grain of godliness eke out 

With comfort still, the distant day she sees, 

When grief or terror brought her to her knees ; 

When Christian friends rejoiced at what she told, 

And bade her welcome to the Church's fold. 

There still she rests, her words, her forms the same ; 

There holds profession's lamp without the flame: 

Her Sabbaths come and go, with even pace ; 

Year after year you find her in her place. 

And still no cliange apparent, saving that 

Of time and fashion, in her face and hat. 

She stands or kneels as usual, hears and sings ; 

Groes home and dines, and talks of other things; 

Enjoys her comforts with as strong a g^id 

As if they were not fading from her view ; 

And still is telling what she means to do : 

Talks of events that ha{)pen to befall. 

Not like a stranger, passing from it all, 

But eager, anxious in their issue still. 

Hoping this will not be, or that it will ; 

Getting, enjoying, all that can be had ; 

Amused with trifles, and at trifles sad: 

While hope still whispers in her willing ears, 

* Soul, thou hast goods laid up for many years.' 

A few, brief words her cJmracter portray — 

— This world contents her, if she might but stay. 

When true and fervent pilgrims round her press, 

She inly wishes that their zeal were less. 

Their works of love, theu: spirit, faith, and prayers, 
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Their calm indifference to the world's affairs, 
Reproach her deadness, and she fain, for one. 
Would call their zeal and ardor, overdone. 

But what her thought is — 'What her hope and stay 
In moments of reflection, who shall say ? 
— ^Time does not slacken, nay, he speeds his pace. 
Bearing her onward to her finished race : 
The common doom aWaits her — * dust to dust ; * 
The young may soon receive it, but she must. 
What is the Christian's course ? — the Scriptures say, 
* Brighter and brighter to the perfect day ! ' 
Oh ! does her earthly mind, her anxious heart, 
Clinging to life, not longing to depart. 
Her languid prayer, her graces dim and faint, 
Meet that description of the growing saint ? 
Let her inquire (for far is spent the night) 
if she be meeten'd for that world of light : 
Where are her highest, best affections placed ? — 
Death may improve, but not reverse the taste : 
Does she indeed the things of time prefer ? 
Then surely Heaven could not be Heaven to her. 

Are there not portions of the sacred word, 
So often preached and quoted, read and heard, 
That, though of deepest import, and designed 
With joy or fear to penetrate the mind. 
They pass away with notice cold and brief, 
Like drops of rain upon a glossy leaf? 
— Such as the final sentence, on that day,^ 
When all distuictions shall be done away 
But those the righteous Judge shall bring to light, 
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Between the left-hand miDiotis, and tiie ns) 
Here, in hin word, in beams of fifbl. 
What will lie then demanded at oar 
Clear and unclouded now the page 
Ab even then, illum'd by blazing 




—The queirtion is not, if oar eaztfalr 
Was once enlightened by a flash of 
If we sustfiitif'd a place on Zion's hill. 
And called Him Lord — but if we did 
What, if the stmnger, sick, and captirc, fie 
Naked nfid hungry, and we pass them by ! 
Or do hut Homo extorted pittance throw, 
To Have our credit, not to ease their wo ! 
Or, Htmngers to the charity whence springs 
The lit)(;ral heort, devising liberal things, 
W<i, cMunlMir'd ever with our own pursuita, 
To others leave the labor and its fruits ; 
Pl(*ading oxcuhch for the crum we save, 
For want of faitli to cast it on the wave ! 
— Hhiill vv(^ go forrli with joy to meet our Lord? 
Kilter IIIh kifi«r<lom, reap the full reward ? 
— (^ati such lliH good, His faithful servants be, 
MIoHt of tli(5 l'ath(;r ? — Read His word and see ! 

What, if in strange defiance of that rule, 
Made not in Moses\ but the Gospel school, 
Hhining as clearly as the light of Heaven, 
*Th(»y who forgive not, shall not be forgiven,' 
We live in anger, hatred, envy, strife. 
Still firmly hoping for eternal life ; 
And where tlui streams of Christian love should flow. 



THE WORLD IN THE HEART. 105 

The root of bittcniess is left to grow ; 
ResistiDg evil ; indisposed to brook 
A word of insult, or a scornful look ; 
And speak the language of the world in all, 
Except the challenge and the leaden ball ! 

What i^ mistrustful of its latent worth, 
We hide our single talent in tlie earth ! 
And what if self is pampered, not denied ' 
What if the flesh is never crucified ! 
What if the world be hidden in the heart, — 
Will it be, * Come, ye blessed ! ' — or, * Depart ? ' 

Who then shall conquer? — who maintain the fight ? 
E'en they who walk by faith and not by sight : 
Who having * wash'd their robes and made them white,' 
Press towards the mark, and see the promised land. 
Not dim and distantly, but near at hand. 
— ^We are but marching down a sloping hill 
Without a moment's time for standing still ; 
Where every step accelerates the pace, 
More and more rapid till we reach the base ; 
And then, no clinging to the yielding dust ! 
An ocean rolls below, and plunge we must 
What plainer language labors to express. 
Thus, metaphoric is employed to dress : 
And this but serves, on naked truth to throw 
That hazy, indistinct, and distant glow. 
Through which we wish the future to appear, — 
Not as indeed it is, — true, awful, near. 

And yet, amid the hurry, toil, and strife. 
The claims, the urgencies, the whirl of Ufe,-— 
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The soul — perhaps in Biknce of die night — 

Has flakes, transient intervals of light; 

When things to come, vrithout a shade of doabt^ 

In terrible reahty stand out 

Those lucid moments suddenly present 

A glance of truth, as though the heavens ^v^ere rent; 

And through that chasm of pure celestial light, 

The future breaks upon the starded sight : 

Lifers vain pursuits, and Time's advancing pace, 

Appear with death-bed clearness, face to fece ; 

And Immortalit}''s expanse sublime, 

In just proportion to the speck of time : 

While Death, uprising from tlie silent shades^ 

Shows his dark outline ere the vision fiules ; 

In strong relief against the blazing sky, 

Appears the shadow as it passes by. 

And though o'erwhelming to the dazzled biain, 

These are the moments when the mind is sane. 

For then, a hope of Heaven — the Saviour^ croes, 

Seem what tliey are, and all things else but Iobbl 

Oh I to be ready — ready for that day. 

Would we not give earth's fairest toys away ? — 

Alas I how soon its interests cloud the view, 

Rush in, and plunge us in the world anew ! 

Once Paid beheld, with more than mortal eye. 
The unveiled glories of the upper sky: 
And when descending from that vision's height, 
(His faith and hope thenceforward turned to sight) 
When he awoke aud cast his eye anew. 
Still aching, dazzled, wondering at the view. 
On this dai^ world, how looked it ? mean and dim ; 
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And auch it u, as then it seemed to him. 

As when the eye a moment turns to gaze, 

Adventurous, on the sun's meridian ^laze, 

The shining orb pursues where'er it roves, 

And hides in gloom the fields, the hills, the groves: 

rr was thus he saw the things that sense entice, 

Fade in the glorious beam of Paradise ; 

And felt how fkr eternal joys outweigh 

The light afflictions of our fleeting day. 

Well might he then press forward to tlie prize, 

And every weight, and every wo despise I 

Oh, with what pity would his bosom glow, 
For this poor world, and those who walk below. 
When fresh firom glory — ^fraught with Heaven, he view^ 
The busy, eager, eartli-bouud multitude ! 
£^ch groping where his fondest treasure lies ; 
One at his farm, one at his merchandise : 
— ^To see the cumber'd Christian faintly strive 
To keep his doubtful spark of grace alive. 
By formal 8er\'ice, paid one day in seven, 
And brief, reluctant, misty thoughts of Heaven. 
How would he weep, expostulate and pray ! 
For he had seen — but there the verse must stay : 
Paid could not utter, nor his pencil draw — 
Yet, there it is — ^tliat glory that he saw : 
Now, even now — whatever vain designs 
Engross our worldly spirits — there it shines ! 
Oh ! place it not at time's remotest bound. 
In doubtful distance, when the trump shall sound ; 
Since what we hope for, — yes, and what we fear. 
Is even near as death, — and death is near! 
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Tho 9«i«*t rhamlier where the 
An*! wlu«T«, frnni j-rtu* to year, he prays and weeps; 
Wlwvuv-. in the midii^ht watch, his tboo^its arise 
I't thmt' hnffiir imumoiKi where his treasure fiea^— 
H«m' ntm^ i: v!c ^^ all his fidtli caD see ! 
flf%^e«)wk-^«n.\ nrarrtiil may ttie pasaa^ be! 
Orv i«Mk3i9;^ railw^-4i»e ft^eblc struggle o*ery 
«y« Aiv> «9ii Thp rvniiudng door. 
v«»^ c Tiu - hicfts uK:prakal>lc, unseen, 
K Mft*- -«Tk.- xh: xw\ of flcsli between 
^ AMtr: -«if m*--- rpjv^ — And then display 
Ti. «M»A.. »a si^^n*^ or of an endless day. 
^Tu--- Sis.':* ■ n^-xt.-ihh. Hovatcs his nund; 
-K -niaaKr^^ v.-wx^M.. MAvuiT all behind. — 

r^'u te<^ .^i::>.v»:- cm* txTont foe is hailed, 
>. .xti febL- :mi: invrronfies the worid. 
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